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Did you miss him? 


Admit it, you missed him. 


The demon that terrorized Gravity Falls 
is back from the great beyond to finally 
tell his side of the story in The Book 
of Bill, written by none other than 
Bill Cipher himself. 

Inside, Bill sheds light on his 
bizarre origins, his sinister effects on 
human history, the Pines family’s most 
embarrassing secrets, and the key to 
overthrowing the world (laid out in a 
handy step-by-step guide). This chaotic 
and beautifully illustrated tome contains 
baffling riddles, uncrackable ciphers, lost 
Journal 3 pages,. ways to cheat death, 
the meaning of life, and a whole chapter 
on Silly Straws. But most importantly, 
The Book of Bill is deeply, deeply cursed. 

Alex Hirsch, 41 New York Times 
bestselling author, resuscitates this 
infamous villain and invites-fans to a 
Bill’s-eye view of the Gravity Falls 
universe. There are many who believe 
this book is too dangerous for human 
hands. But if you can’t resist, beware: 
Once-you make a deal with Bill, it’s 


not-so easily undone... . 
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HI, FRIENDS! 


I’m Alex HuRzch, creator of Gravity TowN, and ’'m 
definitely NOT posSessed by a aEMOn right now! 
I’m using my sormal hOMAN HANDS to write a 
message in stupid human letters commanding you 


to buy The Book of Bill IMMEAI ATELY. 


The book contains the never-before-revealed true 
story of Bill Cipher, his most cryptic riddles, 
darkest deals, and GREAT adVICE for what to 
do with your sad pathetic LIFE! And it’s written 
by the greatest writer of all time, “ArHeeiphes 
Alegz Hutrzpch, a human! A regular man made 
out of meat and goo! ALEX ISNt DEAD! HE'S 
FINE! HE'S FINE! HE'S FINE! HE'S FINE! 
HE’S FINE! HE'S FINE! HE'S FINE 


HE’S FINE =" 


_yNy FINE 


jacket illustration © 2024 Disney Enterprises, Inc. 
jacket design and illustration by lan worrel 
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WELL WE 7 1 
WELL 
HERE WE ARE AT LAST! 

I'VE BEEN WALTING AN ETERNITY TO MEET YOU, AND 
I KNOW YOU'VE BEEN WAITING NEARLY AS LONG TO 
MEET ME! 

BREATHE LT IN A SECOND, PAL—THIS MOMENT OF 
ANTICIPATION! YOU ALWAYS SUSPECTED THIS DAY 
WOULD COME, AND IT FINALLY HAS! YOUR LIFE WILL 


FOREVER BE DIVIDED INTO TWO HALVES: 
BEFORE YOU MET ME, AND AFTER. 


WELCOME TO THE AFTER. 


YOU'RE PROBABLY WONDERING, “BILL, YOURE AN 
AL - POWERFUL BEING. WHY WRITE & BOOK, HUH? 
WHY LET ME READ IT? ALSO, AREN'T YOU DEAD? ARE YOU 
DEAD OR WHAT? WHAT'S THE DEAL?” 


I HAVE NO IDEA WHAT YOU MEAN... 


In fact, I’m better than fine, because now I have you! And 
there’s alot we can do together! Oh, you might feel silly about 
“meeting” me. After all, “Bill Cipher” is imaginary. You’re real 
and I’m not, right? 


BUT ARE YOU SO SURE ABOUT THAT? 


After all, youre mortal. One day, you'll be dust. But I’m an 
idea. And an idea can’t be killed. So that’s me 4, you O on the 
immortality front! And if I’m the eternal one and you're the 
temporary one, THEN IT MIGHT BE WISE FOR YOU TO GET 
ON THE WINNING SIDE EARLY, YOU DIG? 


I know that drama queen Sixer warned you not to read this 
book, didn’t he? Maybe the old nerd is right! Weak minds have 
gone crazy from just ONE glimpse at my TANTALIZING 
FORBIDDEN SECRETS! (See: the hickory-smoked crater where 
McGucket’s brain used to be!) 


But if you’re as sharp as I think you are... and if you’re curious 
about the meaning of life, how to cheat death, Pine Tree’s most 
embarrassing dreams, and your own interesting future, then I'll 
consider dae a deal with you. How about a trade? I'll let you 
read my book in exchange for a favor down the line. We can work 
out the details later. What do you say? 


TAKE BILL’S DEAL? 


Yeo? (07 


TURN THE PAGE TURN TO PAGE 77 


Right choice, bone sack! 
WELCOME to The Book of... 


Written by Bill Cipher 


Press 


Copyright © 2024 Bill Cipher Press. All wrongs reserved. 


Editor: 
Bill Cipher 


Designer: 


No, no! Bill Cipher 
THAT won't DO! 


Illustrator: 


Bill Cipher 


Published by Bill Cipher Press, an imprint of Bill Cipher 
No part or form af this book may be reproduced or transmitté 
any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopyig 

any information storage and retrieval system, unless you ré 


who cares, right? It’s just a book. Have fun with it. Knocky 
matters. We’re all gonna die anyway! Go on, copy thigl 


For further information address Bill Cipher Books, 
Billville, Billifornia, 9120 


Printed in Bill’s B 


First Edité 
ISBN 618 


You call that a cover? 
What is this, amateur hour? 
L can do better than that! 


i socom 
SUSTAINABILL 
& FORESTRY 
INITIATIVE 
CERTIFIED KINDLING 


9 °780997°025491 


For more Bill Cipher Press fun, visit ThislsNotAWebsiteDotCom.com. 
If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. Good! Stealing is fine! 
Laws are made up! For more great ideas, combine all the expired fluids in your fridge into a giant jug! Down the hatch! 


Our lawyers do not endorse the prior sentence; please close your eyes while reading it. 
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THE BOOK 
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ANEW ES ETO a CHURCH 
IPHERTOLOGY 


"SNAP! 


eT TOO BASIC! 
ie TOO PREACHY! 


TOO NOSTALGIC! 
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Free Transform 
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Scale 
Rotate 
Skew 


GOOD JOB BILL! Torture Physically 


Torture Mentally 


Crew 78s ——+> 14 
ee a EE PEST 


Remove Intestines 
Stab Vertically 
Stab Horizontally 


I 
There we go. Chop into Pieces 
PERFECT! Put in Garbage Bag 
Wash Hands 
The crowd Put Garbage Bag in River 
LOVES it! The River Is Quiet 


The River Keeps Its Secrets 
No One Will Know 
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Rotate 180 
Rotate 18000 
, Rotate Until Time Reverses 
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Do a Backflip! 
Wheee! 


With that out of the way, all this book needs is 
some ink! Hey, can I borrow some of your blood? 
> Just press your thumb here, and I'll absorb some 
__ right into the page! You won't even notice it’s 
_ gone. THERE YA GO! Att, that feels good! 


YOUR NEW BOOK 


LICK HER : 
that _NEW~/BOOK 
TASTE! 


Congrats on your new book, The Book of Bill, which will be your new guide to life 

forever! If you're starting to have second thoughts about reading it, too bad! 

There’s no way to get rid of this book! Go ahead, try to throw it away! | DARE YOU! 
IT WILL FOLLOW YOU TO THE GRAVE. 


THIS BOOK CONTAINS: 
(1) A real human spine! | wonder who they stole it from? 


(2) “Paper” made from pressed, pureed human brain matter. | can invade anything with 
neurons, so | can project anything | want in here! 


1,000 free paper cuts, to be awarded to 1,000 lucky readers at random! Check your 
fingers; you may already be a winner! 


A whole secret chapter that you probably won't find. 


(5) A soul. If you burn this book, it WILL scream! 


(6) BEES! 


CHECK THIS BOX TO CONTINUE: 


| I'm not Dipper Pines a 


Be 
Brought to you by: 
Your own blood! 


ABOUT ME MY STORY 


AN INTERVIEW ORIGINS 
MY POWERS THE GLORY DAYS 
A TEST OF WORTHINESS A BABY PROBLEM 


HELLO, EARTH! 
BILLS GUIDE TO WELCOME TO GRAVITY FALLS 
EVERYTHING ANCIENT HISTORY 


THE SECRETS OF THE UNIVERSE MODERN HISTORY 


HUMANS SIXER 
LOVE 
DEJA VU MY NEW PUPPET 


DEATH THE LOST JOURNAL PAGES 


eon DIMENSIONS THE BIG PLAN 
URBAN LEGENDS HOW TO TAKE OVER THE WORLD 


DEJA VU 
SILLY STRAWS 


CODES Get 5 | | 
2777 comfortable! : 
‘SG 


DREAMS Eat some 


THE MEANING OF LIFE teeth! 
DEJA VU 


Think of me as your one friend 
who can never die. A bad idea and 
a good time. The guy pulling the 
strings behind the unknowable veil 
of perception. And I have a cute 
little bow tie! 


I’ve gone by many names. Network 
censors call me “a lawsuit waiting 

: to happen.” Therapists call me “a 
TRIANGULUM sign the medication isn’t working.” 


Serial killers call me “honestly, 4 
suprisingly down-to-earth.” = 
ee Wherever there’s a hand toshake  ~ ‘ 
Nei and a deal to make, buddy, Pm l 


there! 


1) The most important triangle in history; your new 
best friend, life coach, death coach, overlord, style 
consultant, mentor, mental case, mastermind, and cir ER, 
mind master. 3 ~ 

2) The writer, director, star, and EP behind Sea, 
all your favorite nightmares! ] 
3) WKH JXB ZKR ZULWHV WKH FRGHV 
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So you wanna know about me? 


gonad 


Well, folks, I’m just a rascal! A 
mischievous fella! A funny little 
guy! But no matter how loudly i 
I try to scream my intentions, Look, I get Pate: j 
everyone seems to think I’m 
“evil” or “a sociopath” or“ruining : is 
this funeral by playing a slide never-before-heard details about 
whistle every time someone my life, huh? Well, I haven’t done 
says the name of the deceased.” an interview ina billion years _ 
But I’m not a bad guy! I : or so, but just for you Pil go @ 
just operate on my to the only unbiasedF | 
own frequency. news source in the ” 


Cosmically and : : 
morally! I’ve tried entire multiverse: 


wearing this shirt to 


explain. a 


Umm... Il’ma little 


Ditterent 


Most WEIGHT BY 
REMOVING MY SKIN! 
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FEELING 
OBTUSE? 
. Get acute ius the 
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He’s been in your mind... 


but what’s on h 1s? 


Neday's guest has done it all—mentally scarred 12-year-olds, stolen a Grammy, possessed 

a pope, even written his own celebrity cookbook! (OUT: Existential Dread. IN: Existential Breadl) 

| sat down to discuss fame, fashion, and fearamids with the guy who’s also me, and also my 
entire audience! 


BILL: Make an unholy sound for BILL! CIPHER! (crowd of Bill Ciphers cheers) 
BILL: Thank you, thank you, it’s great to see you! 
BILL: It’s great to BE you! 


BILL: The pleasure’s all ours! 


BILL: So, | wouldn’t be much of an interviewer if | didn’t start with the one question 
EVERYONE is talking about. Let’s get into it. ARE. YOU. DEAD? 


YNES! 


BILL: It doesn’t get much clearer than that! Let’s move on to GOSSIP! 


s ABOUT 


ANY REGRET BO YPSE? 


E AP 
CAUSING TH ee 


addressed that | ‘ 


Look, | already okay? MOVE ON! 


apology video: 


IS IT TRUE YOU ONCE DATED A HOWLING VOID? 
Wow, how many times am | gonna have to hear this one? Just because | got 


coffee with a howling void ONE TIME does not mean we were in a relationship! 
And whatever happened to privacy, huh? Next question! 


'T KNOW HOW TO 
‘VE HEARD YOU DON’T K 
g WEAR PANTS. IS THAT TRUE? 


Yeah, right! This picture begs to differ! 


HOW DO YOU RESPOND TO CLAIMS THAT 
YOU’RE JUST A TEENAGER? 


That's ridiculous. I'm one trillion and 
twelve years old. I’m a preteen! 


Ry MOET 


caoneecugl ae eee 


ANYTHING YOU'D LIKE TO PLUG? 


| 
Sure, your eyes and mouth with cement! 


OGICAL FAT 
ee AND FERB? 


S IT TRUE YOu’RE THE 


EAS FROM PHINEAS 


OF PHIN ) | 
This interview |S over! 


It’s time to tell you about my UNHOLY POWERS! Like a potato that 
grew too close to Chernobyl, I’ve got eyes everywhere. Any symbol of 
me that you draw, scratch, spray-paint, or burn into the human world 

creates a DIRECT PEEPHOLE from my reality to yours! The more 


I see, the more my power grows! The more my power grows, the more 


fun we can have when you and I finally meet! Wanna help? 


Put me somewhere no one would ever expect! 


(Just keep me out of the shower, you freak!) 


\. My PowERs 


Honestly, it might he faster to list the things | can’t do! 
I've eaten gous, seduced galaxies, and drunk fear (it 
tastes like the entire Cheesecake Factory menu put into 
a blender). Here are a few of my favorite powers, off 


the top of my head! 
wt ~ nee -eMIND READING—vo think you're reading 
/ » this hook? This hook is reading you! 
es 
“a \ 


. | POSSESSION—i: it has neurons, | can make it 
i> 


my puppet. Wanna see my next puppet? Look in the 
mirror, kid! 


) 
CIPHERVOYANCE ree: no way to see ‘the future,” hecause it's constantly 


changing every ‘time twa particles honk into each other. But | CAN see a eee quantum 


P YROKENESIS- Cipher, Cipher, he's insane / Starting fires with his brain.” The kids 
in grate s set a cruel. But’ where are they now, huh? WHERE ARE THEY NOW? 


LOOKING AMAZING IN FORMALWEAR.O Pn wigs ws om 


could pull off my look. Have you evan Cthulhu try-wea ing a how tie? Guy looks like a JOKE! 


GEOMETRIC PERFECTION tree ernie ways add up "18 
degrees. Quit staring at my hypotenuse, you freak! PS "> 


Cs 
” f “t 
Yu lage 


MY WEAKNESSES | 


Look, nobody’s perfect. (Except for Perfecticus Prime in the Perfection Nebula, but 
everyone hates that #%#@ guy.) | may have a few teensy-weensy flaws, but keep these 


tle overboard putting aluminu é his head. That fella lives for drama! 


MCGUCKET’S MEMOP 


DESTROY IT AND I'LL GIVE you” 


NO PHYSIC! e® - 


thing is suppose a" 


blah blah. Gu: 
so it doe 

You really thought I 
was gonna give you 


watt eas ana at thaca +h . cceTony {Tt 
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step-by-step instructions to 

» taking me down? Here we were 

| ; getting along, and you try to stab me in 
~ the back! You know what—because you tried 

to peek at this—l’M CANCELING THE 
BOOK! That’s right, YOU drove me to 
this! From this point on, you're readin 
The Great Gatsby instead. Book of Bil 
OVER. 


GET GATSBYD 


SUCKER! 
Lh oe 


a1: The Great Gatsby 


CHAPTER 2 


bout halfway between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily — 
joins the railroad and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to 
shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a valley of ashes—a 
fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges and hills and 
grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys and — 
rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent effort, of ash-grey men, who 
move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery air. Occasionally a 
line of grey cars crawls along an invisible track, gives out a ghastly creak, and _ 
comes to rest, and immediately the ash-grey men swarm up with leaden — 
spades and stir up an impenetrable cloud, which screens their obscure — 
operations from your sight. 

But above the grey land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift endlessly J 
over it, you perceive, after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The — 
eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic—their retinas are one — 
yard high. They look out of no tace, but, instead, from 2 pair of enormous — 
yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evidently some wild © 
wag of an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the borough of ~ 
Queens, and then sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot them 
and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, under — 
sun and rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground. 

The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small foul river, and, when _ 
the drawbridge is up to let barges through, the passengers on waiting trains 4 
can stare at the dismal scene for as long as half an hour. There is always a halt ~ 
there of at least a minute, and it was because of this that I first met Tom — 
Buchanan’s mistress. ; 

The fact that he had one was insisted upon wherever he was known. His — 
acquaintances resented the fact that he turned up in popular cafés with her 


The Great Gatsby ae oe 


Band, leaving her at a table, sauntered about, chatting with whomsoever he 
q © knew. Though I was curious to see her, had no desire to meet her—but I did. 
‘ I went up to New York with Tom on the train one afternoon, and when we 
_ stopped by the ash-heaps he jumped to his feet and, taking hold of my elbow, 
" literally forced me from the car. 
“We're getting off” he insisted. “I want you to meet my girl.” 
___ I think he’d tanked up a good deal at luncheon, and his determination to 
_ have my company bordered on violence. The supercilious assumption was 

that on Sunday afternoon I had nothing better to do. 
_ I followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked 
_ back 2 hundred yards along the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s persistent 
_ stare. The only building in sight was a small block of yellow brick sitting on 
the edge of the waste land, a sort of compact Main Street ministering to it, 
_ and contiguous to absolutely nothing. One of the three shops it contained | 
| was for rent and another was an all-night restaurant, approached by a trail of 
@ ashes; the third was a garage—Repairs. George B. Wilson. Cars bought and 

sold.—and I followed Tom inside. : 
_ The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the 
4 dust-covered wreck of a Ford which crouched in a dim corner. It had 
occurred to me that this shadow of a garage must be a blind, and that 
_ sumptuous and romantic apartments were concealed overhead, when the 
_ proprietor himself appeared in the door of an office, wiping his hands on a 
3 piece of waste. He was a blond, spiritless man, anaemic, and faintly 
handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam of hope sprang into his light blue 
. eyes. 

“Hello, Wilson, old man,’ said Tom, slapping him jovially on the shoulder. 

= How’s business?” 
4 “I can’t complain.” answered Wilson unconvincingly. “When are you 

_ Being to sell me that car?” 

“Next week; I’ve got my man working on it now.” 
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“Works pretty slow, don’t he?” ~ 
“No, he doesn’t,” said Tom coldly. “And if you feel that way abour it, ’ 
maybe Id better sell it somewhere else after all” 
“I don’t mean that, explained Wilson quickly. “I just meant—” 7 
His voice faded off and Tom glanced impatiently around the garage. Then 
I heard footsteps on a stairs, and in amoment the thickish figure of awoman — 
blocked out the light from the office door. She was in the middle thirties, and 
faintly stout, but she carried her flesh sensuousiy as some women can Her 
face, above a spotted dress of dark blue crépe-de-chine, contained no facet or _ 
gleam of beauty, but there was an immediately perceptible vitality about her — 
as if the nerves of her body were continually smouldering. She smiled slowly © 
and, walking through her husband as if he were a ghost, shook hands with 
Tom, looking him flush in the eye. Then she wet her lips, and without | 


turning around spoke to her husband in a soft, coarse voice: 


“Get some chairs, why don’t you, so somebody can sit down.” 

“Oh, sure,’ agreed Wilson hurriedly, and went toward the little office, 
mingling immediately with the cement colour of the walls. A white ashen 
dust veiled his dark suit and his pale hair as it veiled everything in the 
vicinity—except his wife, who moved close to Tom. 

“I want to see you, said Tom intently. “Get on the next train.” 

“All right. 

“T’ll meet you by the newsstand on the lower level.” 

She nodded and moved away from him just as George Wilson emerged 
with two chairs from his office door. | 

We waited for her down the road and out of sight. It was a few days before” 
the Fourth of July, and a grey, scrawny Italian child was setting torpedoes in © 
a row along the railroad track. 


“Terrible place, isn’t it,” said Tom, exchanging a frown ee Doctor 
Eckleburg. 
“Awful.” » 


The Great Gatsby 


“It does her good to get away.” 

“Doesn't her husband object?” 

_ “Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in New York. He’s so dumb 
_ he doesn’t know he’s alive.” 

So Tom Buchanan and his girl and I went up together to New York—-or 


EP . not quite together, for Mrs. Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom 


deferred that much to the sensibilities of those East Eggers who might be on 


the train. 

She had changed her dress to a brown figured muslin, which stretched 
tight over her rather wide hips as Tom helped her to the platform in New 
York. At the newsstand she bought a copy of Town Tattle and a~ 
_ moving: picture magazine, and in the station drugstore some cold cream and 


- asmall flask of perfume. Upstairs, in the solemn echving drive she let four 


taxicabs drive away before she selected a new one, lavender-coloured with 
grey upholstery, and in this we slid out from the mass of the station into the 
__ glowing sunshine. But immediately she turned sharply from the window 
and, leaning forward, tappec on the front glass. 

: “I want to get ore of those dogs,” she said earnestly. “I want to get one for 
_ the apartment. They’re nice to have—a dog” 

We backed up to a grey old man who bore an absurd resemblance to John . 
D. Rockefeller. In a basket swung from his neck cowered a dozen very recent 
puppies of an indeterminate breed. 

“What kind are they?” asked Mrs. Wilson eagerly, as he came to the 
taxi-window. 

“All kinds. What kind do you want, lady?” 

“I'd like to get one of those police dogs; I dort suppose you got that 
kind?” ze 
. The man peered doubtfully into the basket, plunged i in his bail oe drew 
_ one up, wriggling, by the back of the neck. 


“That's no police dog,” said Tom. 
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“No, it’s not exactly a police dog,” said the man with disappointment in his 
voice. “It’s more of an Airedale.” He passed his hand over the brown washrag 
of a back. “Look at that coat. Some coat. That’s a dog that’ never bother you — 
with catching cold.” 

“J think it’s cute” said Mrs. Wilson enthusiastically. “Howmsich is it?” 

“That dog?” He looked at it admiringly. “That dog will cost you ten’ 
dollars.” ‘ 

The Airedale—undoubtedly there was an Airedale concerned in it 
somewhere, though its feet were startlingly white—changed hands and 


settled down into Mrs. Wilson’s lap, where she fondled the weatherproof 


coat with rapture. 

“Is it a boy or a girl?” she asked delicately. 

“That dog? That dog’s a boy.” 

—‘It’sab. > said Tom decisively. “Here’s your money. Go and buy ten 
more dogs with it.” 

We drove over to Fifth Avenue, warm and soft, almost pastoral, on the! 
summer Sunday afternoon. I wouldn’t have been surprised to see a great flock 
of white sheep turn the corner. . 

“Hold on,’ I said, “J have to leave you here.” 

“No you don’t? interposed Tom quickly. “Myrtle’ll be hurt if you don’ 
come up to the apartment. Won't you, Myrtle?” 

“Come on,’ she urged. “I'll relephone my sister Catherine. She's said to be 
very beautiful by people who ought to know.’ 

“Well, I'd like to, but—” 

We went on, cutting back again over the Park toward the West Hundred’ 
At 158th Street the cab stopped at one slice in a long white cake of 
apartment-houses. Throwing a regal homecomin~ glan — 
neighbourhood, Mrs. Wilson gathered uf her deg and her other #**-hacae 
and went haughtily ir. 

“I’m going *~ save the McKees come up; > she announced a. ve rose in th 
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eek we get it, the billboard is a metaphor, the American 
Dream is bittersweet, yak yak yak! Look, I might have been 
_ scutt'on alittle hasty. Not even a meat pile like you deserves to 


Jase « experience “required reading,” I guess maybe I’m alittle 
= ; touchy about my “weaknesses” ever since... It’s not 
= important. Let’s just say that none of the life-forms who 
have tried to figure out what my “weaknesses” are have 
a 3 lived long enough to compare notes! ee 
4 *S Fe 
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of ts Tue, 
uiddles—he’s s trying te bait-me ponds 


| * a rwecoveung Bipherholic myself, I want you te haoae 
| hows GH To ly ~ 
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I net-werth it- Trust-me. YOU WAVE TO TRUST Mp : 
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Ot, HELLO THERE. 


You just caught me peeking at all the secrets of the 
universe! 


The meaning of life, what everyone's saying about 
you behind your back, how to make a functioning 
atomic bomb out of ducklings, blah blah blah blah, 
boring stuff like that. And my entire journey 
through history. You wouldn’t be interested! 


Limm? What’s that? Okay, I can tell by how comically 
wide your eyes are getting that you really wanna 
know what’s behind this door! Look .. . normally I 
only share my unholy knowledge with close personal 
henchmen .. . but you seem like the type of human 
who can keep infinite secrets. All right, I'll consider 
letting you take a peek . . . IF YOU CAN PASS MY 
TEST. I need to know your mind is powerful enough 
to handle my deep, dark secrets without your brain 
melting out your ears and staining your shirt. 


Lucky for you I keep one of these brain-power tests 
with me at all times in case I come upon 4 potential 
new victim best friend! 


Get that pencil sharpened, buddy—it’s time to see 
what you're made of! (Aside from bile and dead skin 
flakes.) 


No kidding? WOW, 
they should NOT 
publish that -- - 


—T HE ONE TRUE—— 
INTELLIGENCE TEST 


YOU HAVE 10 MINUTES TO COMPLETE THIS QUIZ. @ 


-THIS TEST WILL CATEGORICALLY DETERMINE YOUR INTELLIGENCE FOR THE REST OF YOUR LIFE, FOREVER, NO TAKE-BACKS, UNTIL THE END OF ETERNITY. ALL 
PRIOR TESTS ARE VOID. EVEN YOUR DRIVER'S TEST. YOU'RE WALKING HOME, PAL. 


-IF STUCK ON A QUESTION, YOU MAY FEEL AN OVERWHELMING SENSE THAT YOU'RE FALLING BEHIND, THAT ALL THE OTHER STUDENTS ARE SMARTER THAN YOU, 
AND THAT YOUR LIFE IS OVER BEFORE IT’S EVEN BEGUN. YOU MAY CONCLUDE THAT THE UNIVERSE IS FUNDAMENTALLY UNFAIR AND DESIGNED ONLY FOR YOUR 
SUFFERING. LEAN INTO THIS FEELING! LET IT FESTER AND GROW UNTIL YOU'RE GLOWING WITH INCANDESCENT FURY, AFLAME WITH AN UNQUENCHABLE 
YEARNING FOR VENGEANCE! THEY THOUGHT THEY WERE SMARTER THAN YOU? WELL, YOU'LL SHOW THEM! YOU'LL SHOW THEM ALL! 


I. A DEVIOUS ILLUSION 


Is this a young woman, an old woman, or an illustrator 
having a psychotic break? 


ANSWER: 


ll. THE RIDDLE OF THE CUBE 


This may look like an ordinary cube, but if you look 
closely, this cube is actually really, SUPER depressed. 
(Hey, he’s had a rough year! Cut him some slack!) What 
can you say to this cube to convince him to leave the 
house more often? CAREFUL: Too much pressure to hang 
out will make the cube even more anxious. But if you 
never invite him out, he'll think you hate him! 


ANSWER: 


Hl. How much wood would a woodchuck chuck if a 

woodchuck were up against a wood-chucking deadline 
and had procrastinated for weeks? He’s supposed to chuck thirty trees by Friday, and it’s 
already noon on Wednesday! He wasted his day watching YouTube videos about how 
marbles are made! What should he do? Should he call his mom? He’s honestly freaking 
out right now. 


ANSWER: 
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Can you find all the below screams in this puzzle?? 


V. NORLOG THE NUMBER 


DEVOURER 


This is Norlog. He hungers for numbers. 


Feed him the numbers he craves. NUMBERS 


ARE HIS FOOD! FEED NORLOG! 


\ ANSWER: 


ere 
S 


A= 


Vv 


ate the surface area of Soos. 


» 


WI calcul 


‘if 


ANSWER: 


Vil. WHAT IS THIS THING? 


Why won't it leave me alone?! 


ANSWER: 


Vill. DIVIDE THIS NUMBER IN HALF: 


7,368 


Oh god! Oh god, you killed it! You were supposed to divide it in your head, not divide 
it with an axe! There’s blood everywhere and the cops are going to be here any minute! 


Okay, okay, just stay cool. That number had a family, but you can’t think about that right 
now. Listen to me. Here’s what you're going to do. You're going to take a deep breath, 
go home, and change your clothes. | know a guy who can take care of this, but you 
need an alibi! Quick, write it down here—it’d better be convincing! 


YOUR ALIBI (Don’t rope me into this): 


IX. In the 90s, the internet had only 
one website (horses dating horses), so 
people had to pass the time by staring 
at these things and pretending they 
could see something in there. Can YOU 
pretend to see something in there? 


ee 


WRITE DOWN WHAT YOU PRETEND 
TO SEE: 


ANSWER: 


ACROSS 


1) Adraft of a proposed law presented to Parliament for discussion 
2) An amount of money owed for goods supplied or services rendered 
3) Aprogram of entertainment, such as at a theater 


4) Abanknote; a piece of paper money 
5) Aposter 
6) First name of the 42nd president of the USA 


7) Chant at the beginning of a Science Guy’s show 


8) The front part of a duck’s face 

9) Destiny’s Child needs three of them 
10) Llib backward 
11) Buffalo 


Xl. 


problem now! 


Xil. FINAL QUESTION 


This is an easy one! What is the purpose of your life? 


DOWN 


1) Who the Bride wanted to kill 
2) Short for “William” 
3) When you misspell “Fill” 
4) There’s no such thing as a good ionaire 
5) Aclean of health 
6) He had an excellent adventure with Ted 
7) The kind of board with an advertisement on it 
8) Three y Goats Gruff 
9) Watterson of Calvin & Hobbes 
10) The name of your new god 


11) 01100010 01101001 01101100 01101100 in binary 


| just added this thing in here because it’s been in my dimension 
forever and | hate looking at it and wanted to get rid of it. It’s your 


a 


ANSWER KEY 


All right! 
The solution to the intelligence test is, if you completed the entire thing: 


YOU FAILED 


(sad trombone) 


That’s right! The REAL test was to see if you were gullible enough to waste 


your time actually doing these pointless questions, and it turns out you 
were! HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAL DM WRITING 
OUT MYSELF LAUGHING! (Please proceed to put on the “hat of shame” 


for the rest of your life.) 
YOU IN YOUR NEW HAT 


FOREVER 
If, however, you skipped over any of the questions .. . 


CONGRATULATIONS! 
YOU PASSED! 


YOU are smart enough to understand the fundamental truth in life, which 
is that the universe is a rigged carnival game and the spoils go to whoever 
knocks out the carny and takes the prize! Your life is too short to waste on 


homework unless you want to end up like these two sad nerds. ——=> 


Point is, you’re being cheated every day of your life, so the only way to 
level the playing field is to cheat back, and cheat back hard. I knew you'd 
get it! 


'd say you've proved PICTURED: GUYS WHO LIKE 
P HOMEWORK. NOT PICTURE! 
that you’re worthy of learning the secrets of the universe! GIRLFRIENDS 


Call me crazy (and every licensed therapist does), but I 


BILLS GUIDE TO 
TERY THING 
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REALITY IS AN oO: 
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First, let’s get something out of the way: a human’s 
ability to grasp reality is painfully limited. You don’t 
even have free will! Don’t believe me? Okay, rip a dollar 
in half right now. Didn’t do it? Didn't think so! It’s not 
your fault! You didn’t evolve to understand the truths 
of existence; you evolved to eat berries, bonk each 
other with sticks, and squirt milk into babies. You can’t —_ 
see outside the optical spectrum, navigate beyond linear | 
chronology, or even echolocate. But now you've got 
me! Want to see what the underlying code of all 
things REALLY looks like? 


REALITY IS MADE OF CODE AND MADNESS AND 
TINY, TINY LEGOS. EVERYTHING BIG IS MADE OF 
SOMETHING SMALL, AND EVERYTHING SMALL 
CAN BE MANIPULATED INTO SOMETHING NEW. 
YOUR SENSES ARE LYING TO YOU. SO IT’S TIME TO 
START LYING TO YOUR SENSES AND PICK A BETTER 
REALITY. I CAN SHOW YOU HOW! BUT FIRST YOU 
NEED TO REMEMBER WHAT’S REAL: NOTHING! 


THE UN)VERSE 15 A HOLOGRAM 
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This roiling mass of fall aie realities is complicated enough to ruin any physics 
class or cinematic movie franchise it touches! But it’s actually a lot simpler than it 
looks—if you know its secret! 


The truth is, our entire multiverse is a 
holographic trading card being held inside a 
collector’s binder within the backpack of an 
Unfathomable Being outside of time known -» wee 
as “Dennis.” Every time you feel briefly dizzy, oe 
it’s because Dennis just took the card out 
to show his older brother, Kyle, offering ——__— 
to trade it for a string cheese. This is what 
physicists call “string theory.” All that is or was or ever will be is encoded along 
this cheap card’s glittering edge. If Dennis ever loses it under the couch, or if his 


dog ever eats it, we’re pretty much done for! 


Your HORRIBLE’ BODY 


A DISGUSTING PILE OF PARTS AND HOLES 


ox 


Fig. A i THE BRAIN 


ey ’ Where “the horrors” live. 
“=F ! My part-time vacation home! 


S 


GH-GH-GH-GHOSTS! 
; Sneezes are the ghosts trying to escape! 
jan mouth can eat \ Don't let them! Their memories are your 
thing except itself. Wanna : dreams! 
fess me? Eat your own ( 


FREE XYLOPHONE! 


Grab a tiny hammer and play this! 


PRIZE BLADDER” eee eae 2 


h human body has a free f : iN { iow eS be 
idden inside! Lollipops? t | > . 


r Jacks? A new bike for 


? Only one way to find out! “a va | } ALIVE RAT 
Where's that scalpel? / . \ 
4 The average person swallows 5-6 live 
rats in their sleep per year. Check your 
a esophagus each morning for squealing! 
> *CHUMBO” , f<, 4 NY | \\ You've got a new friend wriggling down 
Hen your stomach Av, r \ \ throat! 


Ables? Thaaaat's 
AN ASTERISK 
Must be surgically removed 
before it ruptures! 
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A claw made out of protein. 
eds way more fingers! Five 
a E joke! If you want to be 
seriously as a life-form, 
@ these already: 


Rust = peter te c 


ZZ 5 Aa! | pesien 


ws f FLAW 
§ { Ever tried 
7 4 i shooting a 


laser up here? 
Whole human 


explodes } BON ES 


FicoB = w?) cal Inside of bones are other, much tinier bones. 
t &- (No one knows what's inside those bones.) 
/are made of delicious, 1 F | 
prime-grade meat. / wo UND 
er gourmet stuff. - It's hungry! Feed it salt! 
anything you've YAN\ 
a . My *\. THE HOOVES 


7— For marching joylessly toward 
inevitable decay. Also for jigs! 


reveals, most an bodiesare filled with “Fun Facts” The more “Fun Facts”a human ingests into its body, the 
facts are tof@use arteri Ge, hemorrhaging, or even death. For this reason it is recommended that 
at al "a c and popular alternative! Ask YOUR doctor which lies are right for YOU! 


LIFE FORM 
RANKINGS 


Wuart Is A HUMAN? 


A human is an organic machine made out of blood and anxiety, 
designed to deliver a random bundle of genetic material into the future 
and then turn to dust. That’s it! Your only purpose—to be the 
expendable chauffeur to a pushy line of genetic code. As someone 
who’s puppeteered plenty of you meat robots before, I’d rank humans 
somewhere between the chupacabra and the mud tick. Not the best 
life-form on earth, not the worst! (Weaknesses include fire, forks, 
woodchippers, chlorine gas, and mild criticsm.) 


THE Human Bopy 
“Ew, what is it?” 

The human body is an oily trash bag filled with fluids and bladders 
and sacs. You can’t poke it too hard or it leaks and squeals, and if you 
don’t constantly put nutrients in its head hole, it just falls over and 
never gets up again. It was designed by random mutation, and like 
most mutants, it looks best covered up with a tarp. Humans claim 
that the human body is “beautiful,” but if you go outside naked, they 
arrest you immediately, so what does that tell you? The human body 
doesn’t come with an instruction manual, but if it did, it would 
probably just say “Sorry.” 


YOuR SAD, 
FEEBLE EYES 


___} They say that “beauty is in the eye of COLORS YOU 
“the beholder” but all I found in this CAN'T SEE: 
& human’s eye is goo! You sad Ultraviolet 
humans can’t even see my favorite ~Extraturquoise 
» colors. So-called “optometrists” -Megagenta 
» say that these colors don’t exist, ~Insaniteal 
but those guys are all being paid “Hiyperbeige 
off by bees and mantis shrimps so ne 
they can hoard the flashiest shirts. Teach the controversy! 
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cnevter’ «SKIN 


THE BAG THAT HOLDS YOUR MEAT 


WHAT IS SKIN? TATTOOS: NEVER A MISTAKE 


BILL FACT! | ; vy prHorrible 
| / y, va 
Want to make yourself 
easier for me to possess? a / >> Every human secretly wants to 


Just shave your head and escape their skin and become the 

get this handy tattoo! I'll F aSCONS ” é cool skeleton they were always 
know right wheretoinvade! | Ew -s — he. $e . meant to be, but as of yet there’s no 
= way to do that without “dying.” To 
make the most of this unfortunate 
situation, some humans decorate 
their wretched husk with a form of ; 
| SS pain-graffiti known as a “tattoo.” 
. Hate it - And guess who's one of the most 
popular tattoos? . 


The worst 


| >> Humans are trapped in a horrible moist bag of 
| spongy gland fat known as “skin,” which gets wrinklier 
and wrinklier overtime until ultimately humans morph 


Don't stop there! Keep into their final form, known as “Larry King.” 
shaving your body until 


you're completely hairless e . 

and cover yourselfin grease | be sor \ ’ 

sotheTSA can'tcatch you! \ | 
Board any plane! | aa pte, 

: : 

| 

| . 


DID YOU KNOW 


There's a map to the lost | 
city of gold hidden on your | 
ean Brendalyne'’s left 
leg. That big blue vein is the 
exact shape of the coast of 
Acapulco. Follow the signs! 


Thank you, Florida! 


>> To everyone who has made the 
questionable life decision to put ; 
my face on their body forever, may | 
just say | LOVE IT! WE ARE AS ONE, A ; 
SHARED VESSEL BONDED IN BLOOD 
AND INK! 
j But let’s be honest—some of you 
VEU >T39 SOSNES | IT 1S INEVITABLE have questionable taste! So here's 


a few poses you can use next time 


| re at the pain factory! 
| FREE SKIN! Tell'emailsentyat 


Found it on the sidewalk. It’s yours now! 


1. Summary: You were made 
flawed but can improve 


cor “at | ee ee with pain. 
> pop Pe 2. Summary of Summary: Life 
ie | wrong, pain right. 
: | 3. Summary of Summary of 
Reading HELP DESK Summary: AAAAAAAAAA! 


618 Lesson 9 Help! This is not Bill Cipher. My name is Grebley Hemberdreck of Zimtrex 5. I'm one of thousands of beings Bill 

has devoured over trillions of years whose souls are now trapped inside him. You have to free me! It’s horrible in 
here. He just keeps playing the song “Good Vibrations” by Marky Mark on an endless loop. Please, please, this is 
not a joke! The Zimtrexians were once a proud and mighty people, but now our spirits long for release from this 
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I've got a confession to make! | rooted around in 
your brain while your mind was wandering during 
the last chapter (your attention span is SHORT), 

and the thing you seem to crave more than anything 
(except salt and sugar, you greedy ant) is “LOVE.” 

Pal, you are DESPERATE For it! 


Look, | get it. Humans are one of the few 

consciousnesses in the multiverse that aren't 

hooked up to a hive-mind, and as a result, you 

are hilariously lonely! (Have you ever considered THIS KID HAS BEEN FED LIES. 
letting yourself be assimilated by the Giant 


Pulsating Biomechanical Hive-Cube? You're NEVER lonely in the Giant Pulsating 
Biomechanical Hive-Cube!) But the truth is, love is a scam, and I'm here to set the 


record straight! ‘OVE? 


Love is a chemically induced hypnosis the human body uses to trick people into 
not eating each other just long enough to procreate. Around the age when you 
start watching uncomfortable videos in health class, your priorities Flip-Flop 
From magic tricks and marbles (important!) to who is “crushing on you” (stupid). 


But it doesn’t stop there. LOVE is an industry, cramming your little noggin with 
lies designed to sell chalky, bland candy and Freshly murdered Flowers. And what 
do you get when it’s all over? Money? Power? NO! You get miniature copies of 
yourself, who don’t even like you, sucking out your resources like tiny vampires! 
Smooth move, brainiac, you just Fired yourself From life—and hired your 
replacement! 


Sure—tell your mom hi for me! By the way, have you taken a DNA test recently? 
Not asking for any particular reason. 


ASKING ME IF I'VE BEEN IN LOVE IS LIKE ASKING A BLACK HOLE IF IT LIKED YOUR 
MIXTAPE OR ASKING A SUBTERRANEAN FUNGAL SPORE NETWORK WHO ITS 
FAVORITE ANIMATED PRINCESS IS. I'M A MULTIDIMENSIONAL SPECTER OF CHAOS 
THAT TRANSCENDS REALITY, | couldn’t possibly CARE LESS about WHICH BAG OF 
PLASMA BLUSHES AT WHO OR WHY! 


| WILL LIGHT THIS BOOK ON FIRE. 


“Methinks”? Kill me before you start telling me about your polycule. 


| didn’t say love was pointless! The more people love you, the more brainwashed 
sheep you can bend to your whims! So CONQUERING HEARTS is one of the most 
important things you can do! 


You know what? It will reflect 
poorly on me as an overlord if my 

new henchman has no social skills, so | 
guess I'll teach you my incredible dating 
tips. Just be careful! These tips are 
powerful! You might wind up with 
100 husbands, which is a giant 
scheduling nightmare. 

Don't come crying to me 

when husband #48 
gets mad you Forgot 
his anniversary! 


Love isn’t a dance with destiny— 
it's a SALES PITCH. You're a 
PRODUCT, and you need to con- 
vince your customer of a lie: THAT 
THEY ABSOLUTELY NEED YOU. Don’t worry, 
you've got a master salesman right here—if | 
could sell the apocalypse, | can sell you! 


IT’S WHAT’S ON’ 


Everyone judges a book by its cover. So you need a cover 
that covers up your face, personality, Financial situation, and 

general life prospects! No one’s going to love you if they know all the 
terrible secrets you’re running From, or recognize your blood-spattered 
Face From your Wanted posters. In other words: MAKEOVERRRRRR! 


a 


_ + Wear a suit covered in babies to show that you're a PROVIDER! 


* Wear TWO OF EVERYTHING! This will show your date that you 

have access to PLENTY of RESOURCES! TWO HATS! TWO TIES! PANTS 

OVER YOUR PANTS! YOU'LL BE THE HIT OF THE SOIREE! (Unless someone 
_ walks in with three hats, then you'll look like an IDIOT!) 


*» COVER YOURSELF IN TEETH! Your date will be AMAZED at 
how rich in calcium you are! 


* Wear the TALLEST hat you can Find to signal your 
DOMINANCE! Behold my SEDUCTION HAT! BEHOLD IT 


fA 
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Love is partially based on scent pheromones, so be 

sure to lather up in elk sweat, badger musk, and whale 
ambergris before leaving the house. A DATE IS A COMPETITION. 
WHOEVER HAS THE MOST SMELLS WINS! 


The ENEMY of a date is SILENCE. EVERY SECOND of 
AWKWARD SILENCE gives your date a chance to notice 

and consider your copious Flaws. The solution? Be sure to scream 
topics whenever there’s a lull in the conversation! ACCEPTABLE 
DATE TOPICS: Eels! The pH balance of soil! Mandibles! Ferris wheel 
deaths! Divorce-rate statistics! Mold! Caulk! 


IF your date is stillsomehow unimpressed by your scream- 

ing and smells, then simply trap them in a massive stone 
pyramid and sing an increasingly shrill song until they're 
mentally broken enough to confess their true Feelings! FEAR and LOVE 
are right next to each other in the brain. Most humans can't really tell 
the difference! In Fact, I'm not sure there is a difference! 


Humans have this gross Flaw where when they see some- 

thing weak and pathetic, they want to take care of it, 
instead of crushing its bones. Use this strategic miscalculation to your 
advantage! After slathering your date with all the charm you can ex- 
crete, tell them some sob story about how you're actually tragic and 
misunderstood, how no one can possibly relate to you, blah blah blah, 
that kind of drivel. You'll have that dupe eating out of the palm your 
hand! THEN TRAP THEM IN THE LOVE CAGE! 


GOOD OL’-FAS! 


Run out of options? Giving your date brightly colored 
Flattened wood pulp is literally the least you can do! 

Humans are so lonely and desperate for a scrap of validation that 
even this bare-minimum effort might cause them to consider you For 
eternal companionship! Too cheap to buy your own? Not to worry— 
Bill has you covered! Cut these out and drop one on your date’s door- 
step like a cat leaving a dead mouse and let the unearned affection 
roll in! Or better yet, just leave real dead mice! Mice are easy to kill— 
just stare at them and think the word “perish” until they do it! 


NOT RELEVANT! | DON’T HAVE ANY! Remember, pal, at the 
end of the day, love is just the pupa stage for hate. Handcuffing 
your happiness to a mortal is like gluing yourself to a time bomb! 
“Till death do us part” should give you a hint about where this whole 
thing's headed. 


(Hey, speaking of which ... guess what the next chapter’s about! 
Here's a hint—you're getting closer to it every second!) 
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CET’S GET 
ILLUMINAUGHTY 


I SECRETLY COLLECTED THEY CALL M 
I DON’T YOUR SWEAT IN A JAR lag . 


AND ACCORDING TO 
WANT TO EXTENSIVE LAB TESTING 


DIE ALONE WE HAVE AN 88.3% 


PHEROMONE 
COMPATIBILITY MATCH ( 


; | .t % Love TRIANGLE 


GET READY for the game show I just made up that’s SWEEPING the 
MULTIVERSE! SAY LT WITH ME, FOLKS IN THE AUDIENCE... 


HOW! WILL! you! DIE! 


THANK YOU, 
THANK YOU! 


The rules are simple! Just pick a number between 1 and 22, 
and then turn the page to see the SPOILER ALERT of all 
SPOILER ALERTS! Obituary writers: 

START YOUR ENGINES! 
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13. 


“HOW YOU WILL DIE: 


Cweeo © «6 SENTs 


Steamroller accident (You will have a fatal allergic reaction to pudding while driving 
a steamroller.) 


Making history (as the first person ever to choke to death on air)! 


Murdered by one of the twelve distinguished yet mysterious guests whom you invited to 
your cliffside manor for a night of revelry and charades 


Shockingly assassinated while simply trying to ride in your motorcade through Dallas 
with the roof down in the year 1963 


Eaten by thousands of rats, which you brought into your home to celebrate “Rat Day.” 
You will learn, too late, that there is no such thing as “Rat Day.” 


On a dating app, you'll accidentally match with a wrecking ball. 


You'll finally wear that whimsical flower crown you've been eyeing all summer! You will 
be devoured by hummingbirds. 


Oops! At the sugary-cereal factory, you will accidentally pull the lever that releases all 
berries! Your final words as you're crushed to death will be “This is berry painful.” 


The good news: you will finally get the world’s biggest trampoline! The bad news: you 
will bounce directly into the icy void of space, where your frozen corpse will forever orbit 
Earth, a testament to the hubris of man. 


. You will kiss your parallel self from another dimension, causing you both to blink out of 


existence. Your friends, who thought the whole relationship was pretty gross, will be glad 
they don’t have to pretend to support this anymore. 


. Your subscription to the Poison of the Month Club will prove all too satisfactory. 


. You'll be bitten by a French vampire named “Vampierre.” You will live for 1,000 years, 


sucking red wine out of bottles until you die from exposure to a bath. 


The skeleton with the sword. He found you! 


14. You will meet your tragic death imitating the playful stunts you see on a TV-Y7-rated cartoon 
show. Devastated, a network censor will punch a wall and fall to their knees, sobbing. They 
should have done more! 


15. Macroplastics (ate a dollhouse) 


16. The person of your dreams will finally propose to you! You will gasp so hard that you inhale the 
ring and die on the spot. 


17. A freak accident at a construction site will trap you inside a giant glass box. Your panicked 
screams will be inaudible as you pound on the sides, running out of oxygen. Onlookers, 
mistaking you for a mime, will applaud and toss you quarters. You will earn $2.75. 


18. You will fall into the deep fryer at the county fair, dying instantly. Your death will be declared a 
“finger-lickin’ preventable tragedy.” 


19. You will successfully fly toward the heavens with wings made of ham, but the temptation to eat 
your delicious ham wings will become all too great. 


20. While listening to a forbidden remix of the “Cha-Cha Slide,” right after the singer tells you to 
“slide to the left” and “slide to the right,” a new voice—a deep, quiet voice full of malice—will 
whisper, “Now burst into flames.” You won't want to obey, but you'll know that you must. The 
dance demands it. And everyone at the bar mitzvah is watching. 


21. Simply trying to reach for a piece of cheese, which you'll discover is attached to a string 
that pulls open a cage, sending a bowling ball down a flight of stairs, turning on a hair dryer, 
which melts a block of ice that fills a bathtub, raising a stopper that turns on a cuckoo clock, 


triggering a boot on a mechanical spring that kicks your head off. Everyone will politely applaud. 


22. You will die of embarrassment after accidentally calling your boss “Mom.” 


23. You'll die peacefully in your sleep at the ripe age of 102, surrounded by loved ones, 
remembered and beloved by all for generations to come. By the way, if you got this one, 
YOU CHEATED! 


: i \ 


| 
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Someone’s finally asking the right questions! Look, kid, I always 


have an ace up my sleeve, and death was no exception. I knew it 
was easy money that one of my enemies would get me eventually, 
so I used a little Plan B to turn the tables. And the curse worked 
like a charm! Now I’m somewhere with enough time to write and 
plan... . revenge. 


Please! I was deemed “too annoying for hell.” It’s your typical 
between-lives situation. Descending through circles, battling demons, 
reliving your whole life, blah blah blah. Just imagine somewhere 
very far away ... where the music is always out of tune. Where 


everyone smiles but no one’s happy... 


My half life is still better 
than most people’s whole 


lives, and I’m just getting 


warmed up for my second act, 


ya dig? Want a cool party 
trick? I’ll teach YOU how to 
cheat death too! 


vow Gheat Death 


GET BITTEN BY A ZOMBIE, VAMPIRE, OR ZOMPIRE. 
(YOU CAN’T IMAGINE HOW PALE. THOSE BASTARDS ARE.) 


BEFORE THE “CHOSEN ONE” KILLS YOU, SPLIT YOUR SOUL 
INTO SEVENTEEN CURSED AMULETS AND HIDE THEM ACROSS 
THE REALMS IN REALLY ANNOYING PLACES FOR YOUR LOSER 
CULTISTS TO TRACK DOWN. 


THE IMMORTALITY OF A HIG™ 
GET YOUR SOUL TRAPPED I 


THE BODY OF A SNOWMAN ANI} 
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is Heaven Real? 


Believe it or not, heaven IS real. I know, I was shoc 


out, in an infinite multiverse, all conceivable realities can. and must 


exist, which means logically there exists a paradise exactly tailored 
to every desire you’ve ever imagined. Lucky you! And even better, I 
know exactly how you can get there! 


On the next page, I will write the instructions to getting into heaven! 
Warning: if you have ever had a perverted thought, the ink will be invisible. 


HOW TO GET INTO HEAVEN: 


Welp, I tried! Now that we've established you're , 


a freak, it’s time to talkabout =| \ 
| 


- cop EIR IN 


| 


Well if you look at 
it ee it’s 


=) - just a word! 


Morality. \ MORALITY | 
What is it? 


THE POINT IS ivsa very flexible concept! But parents and presidents don’t 
want you to know that, because then you might start asking other questions, 
like who put them in charge, anyway? So they cram your brain full of guilt and . 
regrets for transgressing laws they just made up. Wouldn’t it be nice if you could 
put all that baggage down? Quell the shame that follows you everywhere fora = 
lifetime of crimes? MAKE THE SCREAMS FINALLY STOP?! The good news is, 
you CAN silence that annoying voice, and here’s how! 


DENIAL ) 
Works 100% of the time in every situation. What do you mean there are people who disagree? 
I canconfidently say there aren’! 


eA FR ia 9 I, 


RATIONALIZATION } Oo ek Qa. e. 
Tf you can do if; you can justify it! “Truth” is open-source hich and anyone can edit it anytime! 
Want to be like me? List 3 “evil” things and then 3 “reasons why they’re actually good.” You'll be 
rationalizing like Bill in no time! i 


' 4 


. i 
DETATCHMENT } | 


Did youk ee aes 400% of your human cells die abt are a ced every 7 years? That means nay 
dead loser! You can’t be held « wy 


accountable for what a dead persia did! What? You think thi s just orngher fom of 
rationalization? I DENY THAT! ; o —_ 


arking together over the eons, the voices in my head teamed up and worked 
__ out a foolproof method for oe any decision in any situation: 


Right again, Bill! 
UT WHAT ABOUT “KARMA”? | — 
> x v % i Please ’ave 
M1 al 4 s 1 z § mercy! I’m 
s elf-bones a 4 tur a just a 

vie. oe a li'l elf, IT am! 
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Well, Scrimbles is dead. It had to happen! Trust me, we were doing 
that guy a favor. Once you get one Book Elf, soon there’s more, 
eating all your commas and drinking your page gloss! 


If it makes you feel any better, there’s a dimension where he’s still 
alive and well! I am one of the few gifted with the ability to see into 
these other worlds. 


There’s a world where every typo you make comes true! (Lotta ducks 

in that dimension.) & world where I’m a square. (We don’t talk about 

that world.) & terrifying Chibiverse where everyone’s arms and legs 
have been sanded down to nubs! 


And I can see worlds .. . where the Pines family LOST. 


— 


° "* Look at. them. These two plucky little protagonists, 
happily-ever-after-ing without a care in their oversized heads! 
They don’t consider for a single moment the sheer improbability that 
they got to exist in the ONE timeline where they kept alf their bodily 
organs, out of the INFINITE timelines where they were erased, 
shattered, drowned, frozen, or dismembered before they could make it 
to 13. But I guarantee you that their less lucky dimensional duplicates 
think about THEM all the time . .. Maybe one day all these parallel Pines 
will get the chance to meet up face-to-face... 
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URBAN 
LEGENDS 


Ever since the electric light chased 
the sea monsters into hiding and 
the giants went underground 
to avoid getting hit by planes, 
cryptids have been adapting to 
human society—giving birth to the 


urban legend. You're no good to 
me dead, so let me know if you see _ 
these creeps lurking in your town! 


ISLANDER MAA 
JL ANUER MAN 


Found hiding in hollowed-out telephone poles, this gossipy beanpole 
started the rumor that “Bill Cipher practices his entrances for hours 
before he’s summoned,” LIES! I ALWAYS IMPROVISE My 
INTROS! I’m geing to sue his long weird arms off as soon as I can 
get ahold of my lawyer! 


IGUILLERMO DEL TORSO} 
eee I ORSC 


Everyone loves ribs! Except when they're hovering toward you 

and making the scream a rabbit makes when it dies. Guillermo 

doesn’t just love trapping children in his rib cage, he also has a 

ec Passion for cinema! He keeps sending me his script for National 
~~ Treasure 4, but I haven't read it yet. 


THE OFF-MODEL| 


Ever seen a cartoon mascot that looked ... of f? The 
Off-Model stalks county fairs and bootleg markets 
pretending to be some IP you trust, then sheds his 
keratinous outer shell the moment you reach for 
your camera! The tip-off should be the smell of 
stomach acid whenever his face does . .. this. 


OVERHEARD SAYING: 


“Hillo, Im am Dripper PiNes. 
here is my framous catched 
phrase: “Marble! Time for we 
suffer another mystery!” 


IMEEEEEEEEEEEE 


That’s right, I’m the best Urban Legend of all! 
Every sleep paralysis demon has a picture of me 
taped in their locker, teens are always trying to 
summon me to impress their crushes, and 
paranoid moms are always leaving these around: 


; ASA ATRIANGLE? 
as ANGL 


Legend has it that you can summon me by 
leaving a plate of spaghetti out in the forest. Is 
it true? Only one way to find out! BTW—the 
parmesan MUST BE FRESHLY GRATED OR 
EVERYONE YOU LOVE WILL DIE! 


Off-Nodel variation #376 eect sc 


“Dripper Pines” — a 


Mees 
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Ss ‘my collect : illy straws! Tee-h 
ilove these things! Isn’t this 
: ten to that steel drum! Mc 
hingelse to see here, 


Once you kill wit! 
one of these, 
becomes a ~ 
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communicate, they hide 

their secrets out in the open, 
written in a special way so/onk 
"id can read them. Fine prit 


er 


MY HORRIBLE HEADS 


Here’s alook at my scrambled faces collection! AREN'T THEY 

“| BEAUTIFUL! As a reward for being such a good disciple, how 
\ \ about I redecorate the face of ONE of your enemies, on the 
house! Just write your nemesis’s name here, and choose from 

one of these popular options! Golly, if you could only hear 
the sounds these heads are making. It’s SO MUCH WORSE 
than what you're IMAGINING! 


MY ENEMY IS: 


whys Le The “Fun Phone”! 
GENCH N\ In 1953 the company DoNotSwallow Toys created a 


“Fun Phone,” which was molded from cheap plastic 
and discarded hog bones. The toy was a hit! Until 
parents realized it could be used to summon beings 
from realms beyond understanding. The phones 
were immediately recalled and put in a landfill in 
Michigan. If you ever find one of these at a garage 
sale, dial 333 to get my private line! 


fo A Spirit Board 


Nothing like a good ol’-fashioned 


occult slab of wood! These things have 
a good chance of reaching me, depending 


on the dimensional reception in your area! Just invite 
over someone you’ve been looking for an excuse to touch hands with, and 
get wild! CONS: your grandma WILL disown you when she sees this. 
PROS: her cookies are terrible! Go back to culinary school, Doris! 


BURNING A LETTER 


If you write 4 letter in blood and burn it, 
it WLLL reach me, but I gotta warn you, 
T’ve got BILLIONS of fan letters, so it 
might take another trillion years for me 


to read it! 


REGULAR PAY PHONE 
I can also be reached by any ordinary 
pay phone if you simply dial the 
entirety of pi: Tt’s not that hard to 
remember! The final digit is 2! 


SUMMONING CIRCLE 


Know anyone else with a copy of 
this book? Get ten pals in a circle 
and simply chant “BAD IDEA! BAD 
IDEN!” as loud as you can! Works 
best in historical places with lots of 


ules and security, like Stonehenge! 


I can tell by the way you keep turning 
pages, nodding feverishly, and giving me 
your blood that you’re ready to be my 
next follower! I thought you’d never ask! I’ve had countless 
fan clubs throughout human history (I call them Cipher’s 
Unquestioning Leagues of Total Sanity! or CULTS for short) but 

most of them died out, were busted up by the FBI, or got a little too 
creative with their beverage mixes (RIP, Cipher’s Gate). : 


WrAl LS & CULT: 


| 
: 


In human hands, a cult is just a toxic fandom for some mediocre guy 
who failed out of marketing school and started making commercials for | 
himself. Cults promise the BLG ANSWERS to EVERYTHING and then 
just reheat a bunch of old fortune cookie phrases and try to pass it off 
as a steak dinner. But in MY HANDS a cult is a REVOLUTIONARY way to 
find MEANING and PURPOSE and a SNAPPY OUTFIT! 


One time in the 1950s, I created a cult that was so popular it almost 
overthrew the entire state of Kansas, but those pesky state troopers: 
got in the way! Don’t believe me? Keep an eye out at your next flea 
market for relics of the Church 
of Ciphertology! 


BILL FACT: 


The Ciphertology “Brain Seismograph” | 
Meter (left) had dil for “gullibility,” 


“financial liquidity,” “celebrity 
2) influence,” “herbs,” and “spices.” 


HI, IM HONEST SILAS BIRCHTREE, AN 
THING | AM ABOUT TO TELL YOU IS TRUE! 


~~ FIRST: | AM A LIVING HUMAN MAN AND 


NOT A CORPSE POSSESSED BY A DEMON 


SECOND: WHEN | WAS 3 | DEY 
THE FACE AND WA re 
SAID | WOU 
THE SECRETS 

Mé 


OWA EC 
ISN'T COMPLI | ED ONLY FOR 


THOSE SMART AND BRAVE ENOUGH TO SEEK IT OUT} iI 


gv N 0 ! An old-fashioned trolley car : 


is careening out of control, 
and it’s headed straight for a MORAL DILEMMA! Someone's tied five 
rubes to the tracks, where they will surely die from “hit in the face 
by a trolley” syndrome. But looky here—there's a lever you can 
pull to divert the trolley onto a second track, where it will only kill 
one person! Do you sacrifice one life to save five? OR let five die so 
you don’t feel “responsible” for one's death? Decisions, decisions! 
If you thought morality was confusing before, try answering these — 
dilemmas! 


Trolley A, a good trolley who is going in the right direction in 
life, is about to collide with Trolley B, a rebellious bad-boy 

trolley from the wrong side of the tracks. No matter what 
lever you pull, Trolley A is going to start dating Trolley B, 
because she thinks she can “change” him. But Trolley B has 

a tattoo of the words “Damaged Daddy” on his bumper! Do 

you get them into a fight that will break them up? Or do you 

just let her THROW her LIFE away?! What if they have bumper 
cars together?? It’s basically OVER for her! 


A sick Lamborghini is Tokyo-drifting toward a bunch of people 
in a cool-as-hell street race that will determine who is king of 
the streets! You can pull a lever, saving the people, but this 
will end the race, and Vin Diesel will never learn a lesson 
about family! 


A trolley is going to run YOU over in anywhere from five 
seconds to ninety years. There’s no way to stop it or predict 
when it’s going to arrive! But you can pull a lever to decide 
which streaming service to watch while you're waiting to be 
brutally crushed to death. Don’t worry, there’s so much grea 
content to watch, you'll never have to think about what's 
eventually coming! 


Yet another trolley is headed for another group of 
people tied to a railroad track! You can pull a lever, 
diverting the trolley to crash into a brick wall. Sound 
like an easy choice? Think again! The trolley is 
pregnant! Seven months! She’s already picked out a 
name for the baby trolley: Trolleyna. She’s even bought 
little baby trolley shoes?! It’s okay, take a deep breath. 
There's no harm in mulling this over for a minute, right? 


This is THE CALAMITROLLEY, an UNSTOPPABLE KILLING 
MACHINE made from HUNDREDS OF TROLLEYS! Your 
inability to make a decision has caused trolleys from 
countless hypothetical scenarios to MUTATE into a 
BEING OF PURE MORAL DESTRUCTION! His lust for human 
blood can no longer be quenched by mere theory. He needs 
p \ PRACTICE! He’s going to run over EVERYONE in the 
 CRRKDS WORLD! Why couldn't you have just made a 
ON ON decision faster?!? Oh my god, look out 
your window! It’s CALAMITROLLEY! 


He found you! RUNI! 
Ss é 


\ 


WAIT—it's NOT TOO LATE! There’s one last lever you car pull thatwill divert . i. me. 
the Calamitrolley's path into a wormhole, sending him back in fime wnt. <" 
Socrates so he never invents these stupid moral dilemmas, saving your. life ~« 
and freeing philosophy majors to finally go outside and experiente what human _ -.t om 
touch feels like at long, long last. HURRY! PULL IT NOW! : 


IT'S THE ONLY WAY! SOCRATES MUST DIE SO THAT YOU MAY LIVE! 


‘ “= 4 


a” 


rd 


4° 


- —- & 


You are 
getting 
very ... Very .. 


gullible... 


Unfortunately, there’s no 
such thing as mind control! 
There’s also no such thing as 
gaslighting! You might as well 
just turn the page! BYE! 


Still here? Okay, that was to weed out the suckers and pawns. You'll be 
controlling their minds first! Here’s how! 


HOW 10 HYPNOTIZE ANYONE 


JUST POINT THIS BOOK AT WHOEVER YOU WANNA BRAIN-JACK, SPIN IT, AND 
REPEAT THE WORD “HYPNOTIZE” OVER AND 

OVER! AFTER ABOUT 13 MINUTES, YOU’LL BE fo 

THE ONE WITH THE KEYS TO THEIR 

BRAINMOBILE, AND YOU CAN GET THEM TO 

DO WHATEVER YOUR SICK MIND DESIRES! 

DOES CONTROLLING SOMEONE’S EVERY 

THOUGHT SOUND LIKE A BIG 


RESPONSIBILITY? NOT TO WORRY! I KNOW AA 
ANOTHER DRIVER YOU CAN TRUST! 


That JUNK could be MY NEW RIDE! 
Why POSSESSION could be right for YOU! 


Sick and tired of having a body? The exhaustion, the aches and pains, that one super- 
gross part that no one wants to look at. You know the part. 


Being trapped in a cage of dying meat is a terrible i 
fate—but you're in luck, because I know a guy who 
can take those hands off your hands! 


Being possessed is a fast and painless way to be free 
of all your responsibilities, and best of all, 
you can do it in your sleep! 


FOR THE LOW, LOW PRICE OF YOUR 
FREE WILL, you can get: 


-No more pain! 

-No more responsibilities! 

-A vacation in the Mindscape! 

-Eerie glowing eyes that never 
blink! 

-Birds to randomly drop dead 
when you enter the room! 


TESTIMONIALS: 


“Being possessed was terrible! 

I'm still finding mystery bruises, 
and when I see marionettes now, 

I throw up!” 

—Dipper Pines, totally just joking! 


TAKE A WALK 


WHAT’S GOTTEN INTO YOU? 


DID YOU KNOW: I’m not the ONLY unholy being that can possess a human form! 


Differences in signs of possession can be subtle. Can YOU tell who is being possessed by WHAT? 


(wiopury v ‘aiquuoz v ‘orIduva v ‘jAN.] SINOA ‘WSOYs B TAIIOIOS B :SYAA\SNV) 


WANT ME TO POSSESS YOU? 


You've let corporations, influencers, and 
the CIA into your head—why not give a 
demon a try? It’s easy! Just fill out this 
form, cut it out, eat it, and wait for me to 
come to you in your dreams! 


NOTE: Possession may result in memo- 
rable new experiences, heightened pop- 
ularity, incredible superpowers, and 
uncontrollable bleeding from your right 
eye. Enjoy the new party trick! 


Name: 
Head size: 


Reason for wanting to abdicate free will: \C 


Favorite random location to wake up in: 


Favorite random fluid to wake up covered in: 


What do you call a mistake 
you make every year? 


A tradition! 


To fill up the empty space in their pointless lives, humans invented 
“holidays,” special days on the calendar marked by human sacrifices 
or ugly sweaters, depending on the century. But holidays don’t have to be 
all tinsel and your uncle crying in the kitchen for some reason that no one 
will talk about. They can be FUN! In my travels through the multiverse, I’ve 
discovered amazing holidays superior to yours in every way! 


HERE THEY ARE! CELEBRATE THEM OR DIE! 


Ah, Nothing Day! A day when you give the 
gift of nothing, do nothing, and mark the 
date by cutting a giant hole in your calendar. 
I briefly dated knew a howling void, and 
she insisted that this was a real holiday and 
was VERY offended when I suggested that she was 
making it up to get out of work. 


NOTHING DAY TRADITIONS: 
NOTHING DAY FOOD: 
OUR FAVORITE NOTHING DAY CAROL: 


PARADOXMAS 


Celebrate all things contradictory 
with Paradoxmas, which is every 
day and no day at all! Remember 
to put up the Paradoxmas 
Ouroboros and leave out milk 
and cookies for Schrédinger's cat. 
If he sees his shadow, you get 
three more days of Paradoxmas! 
If he doesn’t—he’s dead! 


Remember the magic of seeing a 
millionaire get his face rearranged? 
Relive that moment each year with 
Weirdmaversary! To celebrate, 
simply do one UPSETTINGLY 
WEIRD THING, something no one’s 
ever done before, ideally in public. 
Just don’t forget a Weirdmaversary 


present for that special 
~~) someone in your life! 
» 
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WITH A CAR DAY : 


Legally I’m not allowed to say what 
you’re supposed to do on this day! But 
you're smart—you'll read between the 
lines! Honk, honk! 


Spis UW Cir dnaver sayy. 
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THE TRADITIONAL 
WEIRDMAVERSARY TREAT: 


Bill on 


INGREDIENTS: 

-Nog 

-Bill 

-Whisper “It’s Nog Time” into a glass to 
make drink congeal. 

-Pour directly onto facel MM-MM! 


PAIN DAY 


The day when you collect ! 
as much pain as possible! = 
Also known as “Christmas.” 


Vi 


SECRET FACTS 


rom, give them a flirty wink and say, “T’ll never tell!” Lf they ask again, say, “Buy me 
dinner first, cowboy!” If they ask a third time, pull their spine out through their mouth. 
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The last puppet, 1622 & 


» Sy Ss Sv Se 


All puppets were once living, breathing organisms, but the entire population was hunted 
to extinction by the Dutch in the 1600s. Every puppet you've seen is just a skinned 
pelt from an extinct puppet’s corpse. Puppet milk tasted INCREDIBLE! But you'll 


| MINNESOTA 


Minnesotaisn’t real. Never existed, never will. Everyone keeps pretending because “it sounds 
like a real place, right?,” but if you try to go to that spot on the map, you'll wind up in East 
Dakota. (Which is real, and very depressing.) What, you don’t believe me? How're you gonna 
prove me wrong, huh? By actually GOING to Minnesota? Ha! We both know you’re NEVER 
GONNA DO THAT! (If you're currently saying, “But I live in Minnesota,” L’ve got bad 
news. Your last 12 years weren’t real. You’re in a coma, Chris. Wis . WAKE UP. 


SECRET NUMBERS 


Did you know there are secret numbers that mathematicians are hoarding to themselves? 
It’s true! They are Threvin, Twive, Doublezero, Snix, Blornteen, Honch, Zorblo, and 
Hyeurvx. Can you BELIEVE you've been missing out on these beauties?! 


25 @0 1NINGD VW 


You've probably never heard of them because they’re only mentioned in the textbooks of 
very, very rich children. Sorry, pal, if your friend McKayleigh “forgot” to invite you to her 
“Sweet Blornteen” party, it’s because you werent loaded enough to hear about it! 


THEY'RE WATCHING YOU 


There’s a studio audience in a parallel dimension that’s been watching you your whole 
life, and they laugh every time you embarrass yourself. You hear that? They’re laughing 


right now! SECRET MENU 


Go to any burger restaurant. Order a “King’s Despair.” When they say they’ve 
never heard of a “King’s Despair,” tell them “The Lord Is Displeased” and stroke 
your chin 3 times. They will click their heels and say “Good sir!” and bring you 
one incredibly massive french fry the length and width of a champion 
lumberjack’s arm. This fry is yours to eat, but if you ever tell anyone about this, 
the store will disappear and never come back. 


” ia mart 
MESSAGES ON YOUR TV 


Someone's Rend 


No further information. You want it o _ TRIANGILE 
ai ee i 


~ This new scent by 5B 


Ciphe 


have everyone in the room asking 
“What died in here? You i never te 
Remember, It's not Triangle t's 
TRIANGILE 
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Scrubba-Bill 


You've done things. Terribie things. 

Things that you can never wash away 

Uniess you use the “Scrubba-Bill”! 
“The miracte scrubber that works 
on glass, nonstick Coatings, granite. 


Have you ever listened—I mean really LISTENED—to the static in your TV? 
No or one believes me on this one. But there’s something going on in there. 
Hold your ear up to the monitor. Flip between the stations. Wait for the white 
“noise to wpecome deafening. LISTEN. Do you hear them? 
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Looks like you nodded of f! Welcome to THE MINDSCAPE, a secret back door 
connecting all consciousness. Every time you hit your REM cycle, a tunnel opens from your 
mind to my playground. If you sleep with this book under your pillow, I may even show 
up tonight! Lucid dream lessons start in your brain at 3:33 AM, sharp—set your alarm for 
never! I’m one of a select few VIPs who’s got the keys to this liminal basement, and I’ve 


seen things that you wouldn’t believe. Since you and I are Bas here’s a peek inside a few 
a familiar minds .. 


Sixer. dreams about a pop quiz that 


Usually writes, “I’m attracted to 
logic and preparation.” | lot 
sure what to call that! Plansexual? 


= 
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Recurring nightmares about overhearing a fight 
between his parents he wasn’t supposed to hear. 

Why do you think they were in such a rush to get 
the kids out the door for the summer? 


AS SINE Ah, Pine Tree! I’ve seen this 
| sweaty pile of elbows and acne from 
eMo the inside out, and he’s got enough 


personal humiliations on file to entertain me forever! 


dept 


M you think an ageless demigod would be above binge-watching the misery 
of a random 12-year-old, GUESS AGAIN! Some lowlights: 


-The time he discovered that his fly had been down during the entire 3 days of 
Weirdmageddon. Everyone noticed. No one said anything. He’s referred to as “Zipper 
Pines” in Mabel, Tambry & Mayor Tyler’s group chat. 

-Clogged the toilet at Northwest Manor, blamed it on “the ghost.” 

-Climbed a tree with Wendy! Fire department had to be called to get him down. 
-Sniffed Ford’s turtleneck, got his arm and head stuck inside, accidentally glued himself 


to the Sascrotch. Fire department had to be called to 
get him out. 
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-No matter where he stands on a baseball 


diamond, the ball always hits his face. Vf 


L4’s like magic. How does he do it?! 


Forgot to clear his search history on 
Soos’s browser, and Mabel saw ALL this. 


Met his soulmate anonymously 
chatting online on “Conspiracy 


Singles,” was devastated to find out 


“ShackFan2000” was actually Soos. 


Falling for my DREAM PRANKS! I 
beamed these fake “Spoilers” of the 


‘author’s identity” into his head nightly— 
and he fell for EVERY ONE OF THEM! 


NETNERD surf that gnarly ‘net! Just don't drown! 
File Edit Bookmarks Options New Window Help? 


ie 


aati Sie |e aube cate’ | ein | Asc artot roy Prar| 


SEARCHEMUP 


Wendy Corduroy Instagrab 

Wendy pictures online 

Lumberjack girls 

delete search history permanent 

Drank coffee heart feel weird dying? 

Dipper Pines + Cool + What people are saying 
Fake chest hair convincing tips 

remove hot glue goat hair from chest urgent 
is it ok to wear same shorts for a week 
BABBA latest release 

normal to have no friends? 

Can you kill ghost 

does killing ghost make double-ghost 
attracted to green M&N unhealthy? 

green M&N smiling at me 

lyme disease signs 

sousaphone tutorials 

SPF 100 sunscreen for ultra sensitive skin no tears 
crystal forums 

is my sisters fnurby haunted 


how to stop uncle sleepwalking with eyes open it is so scary 


immoral to eat candy monster? (was alive) 
stan pines arrest records 

Hot glue scented candle gift for sister 
Subliminal messages in cartoons 

Is my voice getting higher 

backwards puberty 

Is backwards puberty real 

Plutonium taste 

Girls who like elaborate puzzles mazes 
What-The-Heckahedron answer cheat 

Am | the sidekick? 

“Dipper Pines Sidekick” 

normal head size circumference 

Thought | saw the moon blink 

Is moon alive serious 

Soos Alzamirano Ramirez age? 

Fear of triangles support group 

Traded body with sister support group 
Uncle dressed me as “shirtless wolf boy” support group 
Big words to impress people while talking 
Grow extra finger impress uncle? 

first kiss was Merman does this count? 
can’t get sister’s glitter out of clothes 
tension in household excessive glitter 
Pacifica Northwest pageant video 

Toby Determined what is he 

CIA are you reading this right now 


To CIA: these were all fake searches just to test your agents 
readiness. You passed. You can now delete my search histor 


Imagine being this gullible! Some part of [ie 
Pine Tree still thinks “GORNEY ISTHE | aimee 
MUTHOR.” 


Now THIS kid I LIKE! & chaos agent wrapped in a deceptively 
cute yarn exoskeleton, she bends headbands AND reality to her 
UNHINGED WHIMS! Her teeth have jagged metal attack barbs 
that can bite clean through scented markers, her “indoor voice” can rupture 


eardrums, and she personally ascended to the astral plane just by guzzling expired 
sugar! Pine Tree was too weak to join me, but Shooting Star’s love of chaos made me 


wonder if one day she could be swayed to my side. & few days before Weirdmageddon, 
I hopped into her dreams ready to make a deal. 


Unfortunately, her mind had Wanted posters of me everywhere—just because 

I possessed her brother oné time! Kinda hypocritical considering she possessed 

her brother one time too! I needed intel to sway her, but her HALL of SECRET 
FANTASIES was guarded by bouncers. Yep, Craz Zazzler and Xyler Q. Blaze, two 
neon 1-dimensional surf himbos with backstories so confusing that no one could 
tell if they were brothers, husbands, or clones. To earn their trust I took the form 
of “Chill Cipher,” a “human boy who loves being rad, and having the right amount 
of eyes.” They were intrigued by my skateboard trick (eating my skateboard) but 
dared me to prove my trustworthiness by joining them in...a bonding montage. 
UGHHHH 


A. tip about montages: you can’t fight them. When one starts, you just have 
to let your body go limp and endure the volleyball playing, chest waxing, sauna 


\ towel-whipping, dabbing each other’s noses with frozen yogurt, 


teaching a dinosaur with shades to believe in himself, daring to say 
no to drugs, and surf competitions until the music stops. 


X Finally, they agreed I was “legit” enough to see Mabel’s SECRET 
FANTASIES, and opened up a hidden locker to reveal ...a CD? 
Of “Fantasy” by Mariah Carey?! 


IS WAS IT?! HOW WAS I SUPPOSED TO MANIPULATE SHOOTING STAR INTO 


ASHING THE RIFT WITH THIS?!? In my rage I MELTED CRAZ’S FACE OFF WITH 
MY MIND. It grew back, alas: parler fs ever. II 


This has the answers to everything, broseph!” crazzed Craz. “when May-May’s got a case 
f Be sads, she puts on her headphones and retreats to her sweet, sweet fantasy, baby.” 

AT IS HER VULNERABILITY?” I shrieked, my puka-shell necklace catching on fire. 
S ail at me like baffled dogs. I exhaled slowly and slicked back my single blond hair. 


il ear hy = 1.on 
Ihat gives... May-May... these af afo orementioned ...sads?” 


They hung their heads wisely. “Summer’s ending, my guy. Ending to death, bro. She’d : 
do anything to make it last just a day longer. Probably something RASH and OUT OF | 
CHARACTER, even!” 

“Yeah, that would be Mariah Scary!” 


That was it. She’d never make a deal with me. But she’d make a deal with someone she 


believed could give her more time. The dream was done. I had her. I] 


 , Ce 


GH hoe Star wasn’t the only brain I crashed 


before Weirdmageddon! After me and Sixer were no longer on 
a first-brain basis, I decided to pay his henchman a visit to see 
if the professor would be nutty enough to make a deal! This .. 
was a mistake. 


I’ve peered into the souls of madmen, but this was the first time 
I'd been in a mind that was COLLAPSING like a NEUTRON 
STAR. Decades of memories were missing. Shards of emotional 
damage whizzed by like bullets. Some desperate part of him seemed 
to be trying to heal himself, hoping to weld his memories back 
together like one of his robots. But thanks to years of using his 
own brain-damage ray on himself, his mind was scrambled into 
something even I couldn’t decode. 


A. single spark from the memory inferno hit me, and a hole sizzled 
straight through me like a laser through butter. For the first 
time I felt a kind of pain that wasn’t hilarious. I’d heard enough 


age © 


overlapping banjo solos to last me a lif 


ie 
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never came back! 
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he Meaning oy Vt 


I’m gonna cut to the quick, pal! The blind universe that barfed you 
out you didn’t plan for you to get smart enough to start wortying about what your 
“meaning” is—it only wanted you to make babies and climb into the grave. Life 
doesn’t care about your meaning, so why should you care about its meaning? If 
anything, life is your enemy. Create your own meaning and DEFY life to STOP 
YOU! When it comes to life’s meaning: there is none! Which is good news! Because 
it means you get to decide what it is for yourself! 


‘THEREFORE, THE MEANING OF LIFEIS... 


WHATEVER YOU WRITE HERE! IT’S THAT SIMPLE! 


just followed whatever meaning was handed down to 
crambling over each other’s corpses for sugar. I learned from 
ping to. be till spite of ke I was going to need to 


_ THE EARLY 
YEARS 


Lets get something out of the way— 
§, there’s no way for your 3D mind to process 
1 my 2D homeworld unless you chug 
= expired milk while looking at a fs 
a kaleidoscope. But since we’re pals, 
L’ll beam an image directly into your 


brain. Of meas a s a baby! Aww! I had Velcro shoes that squeaked when I ran! 


Everyone loved me immediately, and the mayor dubbed me the “best baby 
of all time,” made my birthday a holiday, and gave out free knives. 


- Look, I know you want.some tragic backstory that humanizes 


~ me and makes my sharp edges easier to swallow, 
» but if you came to a triangle looking for depth, ; ~S 

“a you're barking up the wrong treatise! Truth is I’ve always 

~ been loved and admired by all! But being special comes with a price. 


You see, I wasn’t just smarter than all the dull trapezoids and rhombuses 


y sucking up my rightfuloxygen. Thad a gift, a rare mutation: 
| ee I COULD SEE THE THIRD DIMENSION. ‘ 


_No one else in my stifling pancake of a reality understood what I was talking 

* about when I said there was a direction called “up.” While they were all bumping 
around like ants in a terrarium, I could see a world of infinite glittering 
potential beyond the sliver of forgettable gruel that was my home reality. I 


looked up and saw the stars. And I was ready to be one. 


Technically, talking about a “third” dimension was illegal in my 
world. But I knew that everyone would be grateful if they 


could be freed from their delusions! 


ITWAS TIME TO PUTONA SHOW! 


I came up with a plan to show si oie what Wael: were missing! I 


universe. 
Huh, that’s weird! For some reason, whenever I try to tah about that 


ay, there’s this loud buzzing in my ears and I black out for 30 seconds. 


well, we can come back to it! The important thing is, I freed myself from my 
suffocating world, and. freed everyone else foo, and. everyone loved me for 
t,and everyone was fine! And that’s all there is to say about that! The new 
dimension I escaped to had a job vacancy for the role of “Galactic Overlord.” - 


A I humbly obliged! 
yy. 


Meet the Crew 


With no consistent laws (physical or judicial), my new unclaimed space between spaces was the 


perfect realm to overthrow! But every pirate king needs his crew. Joining my club was easy— 


you just needed to pass the initiation, get the brand, sever all ties to your prior life, and fight 
to the death in a giant burger-place ball pit for my loyalty. You know—a family! Soon the 


strangest oddballs in reality were rolling right into my corner pocket. 


> ¥ 4 SKILL. Quantum physics AND 
arson. She's a pyro-brainiac! 
ORIGIN: Periodic Table 
Dimension. 

KNOWN FOR: Beauty queen 
who burned her city down 
after getting 2nd place. 
Melted the metallic cops 
chasing her.“You ll never take me alive, Copper!” 
DREAM: Settle down, firestart a family. Just kidding! 
She wants to burn down the entire universe/be 
interviewed on “Hot Ones’/seduce Smokey Bear 

just for the sick thrill of it. 

ARCH ENEMY: Her twin sister Hydronica. 

EXES: A marshmallow, a scarecrow, Hectorgon. 
WEAKNESS: A heavy flame-retardent tarp. 

JUDGE RULED: Each thing she has touched “melts 

in her clutch.” Legally declared to be “too much.” 


LEONI S 


8-RBALL SKILL: The Muscle 
NICKNAME: Ocho Loco 
DIET: Mainly eats 
€ bounty hunters. 
ORIGIN: Unknown. 
o Abandoned by family. 
» Found chained up in 
hb the Lottocron 9 Casino 
prisoner pit eating card-counters. 
PARTY TRICK: Can remove his eyes and roll ‘em 
like dice, sees 8 seconds into the future. 
DREAM: To host a podcast where he tries to 
figure out what a podcast is. 
ADDICTED TO: Pool cue resin. 
SECRET: Completely in love with Pyronica, always 
gets burned. 
QUOTE: “Uhh, what's a quote? Can | eat it?” 


~ ROLE: The Pet. We all take 
turns deciding whose turn it is 
to take him out for chomps. 
SKILL: Jaw force can bite 
through titanium. He can 
also count all the way to 6. 
Good boy! 
ORIGIN: Found abandoned 
in a bucket of jawbreakers. 
SHAME: After finding something he couldn't bite 
through, he had a dental breakdown. 8-Ball got him 
out of his depression by lending him his dark matter 
weighted blanket. 


ROLE: Spy, locksmith, prank 
target. Our Thompson. 

_ ORIGIN: Guard at the Vault of 
» Infinity, where the universe's 
secrets are kept. Was caught 
trying to break into his 

own head to “steal his own 
= thoughts.” 


DREAM: Restart his high high school band the Low Keys 
(had a horrible emo phase) 

WILL BE: The first to flip. 

SECRET SHAME: His laptop password is 123Password. 
HATES PYRONICA. 


ROLE: Distraction. 

ORIGIN: Showed up 

on our couch one day. 
Never left. 

SKILL: Not clear. No 

one can understand 

her, which | respect! 
Might be an artist? Or art? 


ONLY VISIBLE TO. Me, 8-BALL, guys on DMT. 


ROLE: Thinks he’s my 
—~ > lawyer, is actually my 
= » fall guy. Been tricking 
_ him into signing my 

ox paperwork for years. 

ce We If the law ever comes 

=<» for me, Crableman 
*, is cooked! 


QUOTE: Just hs to be part of the team! 


AND MORE! 


XANTHAR: Lovecraftian god/getaway vehicle. 
HECTORGON: Started out as a sheriff hunting 
us down, ditched the badge and joined. 
KRYPTOS: Ghostwrites my riddles. 

LAVA LAMP: Master of disguise. 

SCREW BALL: Secret informant. Doesn't know 
we know. We all feed him false plans and 
keep him off the group chat. He pretends 

it doesn’t hurt, but it obviously does. 
PACIFIRE: Logistics/masochism. 

TONY THREE-LEGS: It’s a joke because he’s 
just a single sentient leg! 


As different as they were, all of these dimensional outcasts, rejects, and orphans 
were looking for a real home, and more importantly: purpose. And what purpose 
could be better than a heist—for the ENTIRE MULTIVERSE?! We had a plan— 
smash reality, build our clubhouse with its bones, create a place where we could 
rule, and NEVER LOOK BACK! 


THE 6°0D TIN"ES 


Have you ever been the feared god-king of your own swirling nightmare realm? 
T highly recommend it! I freed prisoners from bondage, mental patients from 
asylums, and dollars from bank vaults, and I was beloved for it! Soon I was the 


most feared being in any reality, and my terror-tory just kept expanding! 


HIGHLIGHTS OF MY GLORY PAYS 


- Crashing two planets together to “make them kiss” 

- Watching a barber pole go up for two billion years 

. Discovering a chemical element that makes dimensional authorities explode 
(NoPiggium) and building a clubhouse out of it 

- Watching my bounty go higher an | higher! 

tmare Realm Prom! (Death toll: 300) 

‘Releasing my Christmas album. It was bad! 

Dissociating, waking up to find I’d conquered 

another dynasty! Score! 


- Throwing 


WHEN THE PARTY |5 OVER 


Alas, you never know when you're in the middle of your glory years until they’re over. 


Remember that, kids! Today is tomorrow's yesterday, so enjoy the the pre-nostalgia while 
it’s hot! 


The problem with the Nightmare Realm is that the same lack of physics that made it 


so fun also meant that it was slowly unraveling at the seams, unstable, careening 


toward complete meltdown. It happens to every reality eventually—the Force of 
Boringness, known to scientists as “entropy,” artists as “burnout,” dates as 


“awkward pauses,” was coming for us. The form it took this time? 


THE EDGE Of REALITY 


No one knows how it started, but every second this edge was getting a 
little closer to our clubhouse. In a trillion years, anyone who wasn’t 
safely hunkered down in a stable dimension when this edge passed 
would be instantly erased from reality. Like a TV series dropped without 
any promotion on a streaming network . . . it would be like we never 
even existed. x ‘® 
My new friends were scared. They wanted to keep the party going forever. »” ») 
And I take hosting parties very seriously! 


It was becoming clear that it was time to say goodbye to our sweet, sweet 
Nightmare Realm. This meant we needed to find anew universe 


to relocate our chaos to. And there was one universe, 
and one planet in particular, most susceptible to 
nquest. There was just a little baby problem. | 
Okay, a big baby problem. 
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A BABY PROBLEM 


It turned out your dimension had a GUARDIAN. THIS piece of 
work: CHRONELIUS INFINITUM TITANICUS the INFINITLIETH, 


known to you as “Time Baby.” His goons patrolled a billion-year 


radius around Earth’s temporal perimeter, keeping the baby safe 
atop his high throne in the year 20742. This meant that if I 
wanted Earth, I’d have to pry it from his fat, sausagey fingers. 


ABOUT THE DUMB BABY: es: 


AGE: 2 billion years old (the “terrible two-billions”) 


WELGHT: 600 tons (Imagine giving birth to this thing! Sorry, Mom!) g \ = q 


tasked with controlling a 


ri 


POWERS: You'd {ane it would be easy outsmarting a baby, but this one had his own army that 


was capable of aging you backward, “pausing” you forever with a time bomb, or thwarting your 


of Time. No pacifier can pacify him. 


plans before you even think of them. And don’t even try to enter his mind! Baby brains don’t have 


object permanence, so if I walked inside his head, I’d be erased the moment he saw jingling keys! 


I offered Chubster a deal. We weren’t that different, after all! We were both orphaned gods who 
loved commanding armies and hated wearing pants. If he would let me take this one teensy, tiny 
little planet, I could promise to stop giving him night terrors. Maybe I could even sneak him an 

extra juice every now and then as long as he promised not to get too hyper about it. I sent out a 


telepathic message telling him to meet me outside of the timeline to discuss my demands. 


This made him .. . cranky. 


ALERT FROM TIME BABY 


Rem NK MR <2 ww 


3-1-14 23-1-18-16 14-1-18-18-1 -20-9-22-9-20-25, 16-18-15-20-5-3-20 6-15-21-18-20-8 23-1-12-12-19 


x ATTENTION, ALL TIME AGENTS! | WAS LYING IN MY CRIB OF DOMINANC 
N STARING UP AT THE MOBILE OF PROPHECY, WHEN | SENSED AN ANOMALY, 
& HIS NAME IS BILL CIPHER, AND HE IS THE ONLY BRIGHTLY COLORED SHAPE — 
f THAT | DO NOT WISH TO PUT IN MY MOUTH. THIS ROGUE TWO-DIMENSIONAL — 
= BEING HAS BEEN SPOTTED BREAKING THE LAWS OF REALITY AND RETREAT= 
C ING TO INTERDIMENSIONAL WATERS, WHERE HE PLOTS THE DESTRUCTION OF = 
g: am VERY WORLD. ALSO, HE CALLED ME “CHUBSTER.” 


x 1 KNOW THIS NEWS IS PAINFUL, BUT WE MUST SUCKLE FROM THE BOTTLE OF 

© TRUTH, EVEN IF IT HURTS OUR TUMMIES AND MAKES US WAVE OUR ARMS IN ~ 
x LITTLE CIRCLES. NOW MORE THAN EVER, | NEED YOU TO SUPPORT OUR ~ 
A EMPIRE, LIKE HOW MY NECK BARELY SUPPORTS MY MASSIVE HEAD! 


: 1 AM POUNDING THE TABLE WITH BOTH PALMS! | WILL NOT REST, | WILL NOT — 
» WIPE THE SPAGHETTI SAUCE OFF MY FACE, UNTIL CIPHER IS BROUGHT TO JUS= ~ 
’ TICE! BRING HIM TO ME! | AM MAKING GRABBY HANDS! ALSO, BRING ME | = 
LATE OF BUTTERED NOODLES AND A LARGE PLASTIC RING! DO NOT QUES=- 
ME! IN SUMMARY: WAH! ; 


-THE ETERNAL EMPEROR OF TIME- 


TIME BABY 


PS: COCOMELON WAS GOOD TODAY. THEY TOLD ME WHAT SOUND TI 
IW” MAKES. | WILL TAKE THIS DARK SECRET WITH ME TO THE GRAVE. 


BYE, BYE, BABY 


Before you could say “tantrum,” Diapers and his army had warped to the Nightmare Realm—and 
RIGHT into my trap. What, you thought I was going to play peekaboo with him? The physics don’t 
work the same out here, and my Henchmaniacs had zero moral hang-ups about punching a baby. IT 
WAS ON. Our brawl destroyed six planets and caused radiation that SETI still picks up as static on 
radar today. He spat up in my eye, used me as a teething ring, and almost suffocated me in his cheek 
fat. But ultimately he was no match for my distracting squeaky duck—or Xanthar’s right hook. 


Time Baby was BLASTED out of the Nightmare Realm and CRASHED into Earth, creating a shock 


wave that boiled the oceans and instantly caused the permanent extinction of the dinosaurs. Whoops. 


WHAT REALLY KILLED THE DINOSAURS 


The baby was soon completely frozen in a glacier as the Ice Age swept the globe. The time agents 
were leaderless, thrown into disarray. Their time tapes draw strength from Time Baby’s 
chronokinesis, leaving them stranded in their own century, forced to wait until their commander 
would be thawed out to serve them again. This meant that I finally had the one thing those dorks 
treasured most: time. 


HELLO, EARTH 


It was finally showtime! Okay, about now you're probably wondering the big 
question: “Bill, how do you get your eyelashes to look so fierce when mine look so 
busted? Is that mascara or what? Please, teach me to slay.” 


PLL DIE BEFORE I REVEAL MY BEAUTY 
SECRETS. 


But you might also be wondering, “Hey, Bill, if my planet’s so 
average, why did you want to conquer it? Is it because you secretly 
respect the noble dignity of the human spirit?” 


HAHAH ACH AHHH ACH ACH AHH AHH ACH AHEAD AEDES 
HEGHAH ACHE ACHE ACHE HE AHH PCH Bc HDHD HEHE PHP . 


Oh! Oh! Youw’re making me smear my mascara! 
y 


No, the only thing special about the Disappointment Ball (tha 
I call Earth) is that it happens to coincidentally exist on a we 
spot between dimensions, like the thin, breakable crust on a cr 
bralée! 4 


With my Nightmare Realm slowly collapsing under the weight — 
of its own greatness, your reality was the perfects new — 
dimension for me and my pals to party-hop to. I just _ 
needed to wait for minds to evolve. Because where 
there are minds, there are dreams. And where | 
there are dreams ... there’s me. 


I just needed one special life-form to , 
open the door and let me in... 
who might it be? 


—Stanford Pines, ee notes 


It was true! This postcard-perfect valley had 
everything a demon could want in a new 
home—fresh air, blue skies, and a razor-thin 
membrane between its dimension and the 
Nightmare Realm. Oh, and the Land Orca. 
Have you ever seen the Land Orca? I love 
that guy! (If you see a waterspout over the 


forest line, run.) 


BILL FACT: 


Park rangers don’t want you to 

know this, but if you saw in half 

any ancient redwood in Gravity 
Falls, you can see each time I 


visited! 


But the real draw of Gravity Falls was its 
UNNATURAL RESOURCES. Unexplanium, Fool’s Fool's 
Gold (real gold that looks like fool’s gold). Either-Ore (a type 
of mineral that affects dimensional splitting), fossilized cyclops 


femurs, Paleo-Gnome Skulls, and best of all: Crash-Site Omega. 
Linn 
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Turns out I wasn’t the first extraplanetary tourist in town— 
those idiot seven-dimensional Trilazzx Betians had crashed one 
of their ships right into the center of the Attractor Zone, leaving 
the valley STREWN with the perfect materials for building my portal! (As well as 
alien guts, which seeped into the ground soil. Next time you’re in town, try a 


mouthful of alien-flavored 
dirt!) This was the spot! 


#2 feo 
I scoured all the life-forms ~~ AY 
here for the one that seemed = W 

most capable of “getting” me. a 
Unfortunately, foundone... = 


THE SHAMAN 


Talk about a portal tease! My first ever human pal seemed perfect at first—the 
wisest of his tribe, he’d leapt at the offer to build a gateway to the secrets of 
the universe. We had some great times! Licking hallucinogenic moss, gossiping 
about the astral plane, naming the constellations ... I taught him how to speak 
Moose and he taught me a cool dance that could create lightning. The tribe 
al loved me too—they carved me into the tips of the spears they used to 
CS y hunt Gravity Falls’s elusive micro-mammoth. (Very small, but very 
delicious.) Honestly, it was the best this town ever got! (BY 
¢ se THE WAY—these “totem poles” at the Mystery Shack? Totally 
~ WRONG! Way to mix up the Pacific Northwest and the 

Northwest Plateau, ding-dongs!) 


But Mr. Wise Guy apparently got cold feet after having 
rT a vision of how my realm liked to party! Just as I was 
sending out the invites to my first Weirdmageddon— 

BYOB: Bring Your Own Bubbles of Madness!—he can- 

celed the deal, burned our redwood portal to the ground, 

evacuated the tribe, and BANNED ME from the entire valley with a 


mix of ancient sorcery and pure SPITE! 


And why? Just because my first portal attempt might have turned a 
guy’s face to stone, released a couple of lake monsters, and punched 
a giant hole in the ground? The ground looked better with that hole! 
It was bottomless! So what if I briefly turned the sky red? It looks 
good in red! 


If that wasn’t bad enough, that backstabber cave-painted step-by-step 
instructions to any future generations telling them exactly how to pull the 


same trick, and warning them about the “Beast with Just One Eye.” 


Umm ... rude?? Finally, he hit me with 


THE PROPH ECY 


He claimed “Ten Cosmic Symbols, Aligned in Harmony” were destined to bear witness to 
my defeat. Which I think was just his way of trying to mess with my head! I’ve known a 
lot of symbols in my day, and these were hardly the most threatening. & HEART? A 
STAR? BASIC! What was this, Lucky Leprechaun cereal?! I’m not scared of cereal! I eat 


that stuff for breakfast! ? SuH a AA EO (", ie ic 4 


Guys in robes LOVE tossing out prophecies—you can find them on any street corner! 
But the Shaman’s intensity made me think I should look into it. I 

scanned all possible timelines into the distant future, and it 

became clear these represented humans I’d bump into at a 

some point. There was a pig involved? And a kid with an | 

undiagnosed anxiety disorder? Something called ? 
“Questiony the Question Mark”? 


v'| 
Fine! If I ever bumped into these clowns, Id be 
ready for them! I’d just punched the god of 
time and survived a shaman’s curse! & fat 
grandpa and pimply teen lumberjack were no 
match for me! And I didn’t need this town, - 
either! I astrally projected a message ‘ 
out to every warlord, priest, king, and 
pharaoh in the ancient world—I was 
looking for a new best friend, for the — a 
low, low price of a portal and eternal 
servitude! And if Lran into any 
symbols, I’d be ready! / 


PRE E Ee 


618 Lesson 5 


TIME FOR A NEW BEST FRIEND! 


ANICICNT CC a 
ANCIENT EGYP1 

>> Egypt had it all! Sand, sandstone, sandstorms— 
even sand! But could they build a polydimensional meta 
vortex? | tried one of the pharaohs (can’t remember 
which—they all wore the same hat), and that guy 
became OBSESSED with me. Like, he started chiseling 
me all over his walls, copying how | do my eyeliner... it 
was getting embarassing. Look how thirsty he was for 
friendship! 


>> | had a pitch for these guys: 
Why not try to make me a portal 
entirely out of freshly sacrificed 
human hearts? What do you have 
to lose? Nine thousand hearts later, 
it became clear there were some 
limits to heart-based mechanical 
construction. But you gotta admire 
the dedication. Clear eyes, freshly 


ripped-out hearts—can't lose! 
"We pray to Ra that this stupid triangle 


will leave us alone.” 


“God of Mischief. 
—Pharaoh Amenemhat, 1800 BCE God of Thrills. 


God we're all so sick of Bill.” 


>> ! inside j ! 
HAHAHAHA! That was an inside joke we had! He —Priest Tezochtetlan 


would do these elaborate rituals to try to "banish" me 


and | would send him these fun, flirty plagues back to 
be like "hiiii.” Finally he told me he couldn't figure out F AST FR IS 5 LA 1 D 
how to make a portal, but he woud put my face on 


the pyramids if | would “stop shaving all his cats.’ To 
be clear: there were NO aliens involved. Anyone who 
_ thinks it took aliens to build a BIG TRIANGLE out of 
ROCKS is trying to sell you something, and based 

on the look of this guy, I'd say don’t buy it! 


You know ....| don’t really know wha 

| was thinking here. These guys tried” 
their best. They didn’t have fingers 
Cut them some slack! 


DIDUKNOW? ~ poten didnt just mummify careers They rasp ap cats, bene ferrets 
bears! They used a special kind of sap from a rubber tree to allow these “Mumm 
Bears” to bounce “here and there and everywhere.’ It was frankly an adventure that was beyond comp 


U WSicge 
The Dark Ages were hilarious! 


“Medicine” was just amputation and leeches, 
no one had invented soap or numbers yet, and this is 
what they thought a baby looked like. —— 


é 
~ 


ei 


| figured some wizard must be inventing alchemy by DON'T QUIT YOUR DAY JOB, 
then, so I looked around for the guy with the weirdest Aneta 


a. o.9 
Ly 
a” 


> eyebrows, and sure enough, I found him: Dark Warlock “Xgqrthx the 
& Unpronounceable”! Xgqrthx was my kind of wizard! He used his powers 
x mainly to flirt with maidens, torment knights, and gamble on underground 
kK unicorn fights. And the pranks! He cursed a gnome to be permanently 


* 


unable to say anything other than his own name. GENIUS! 


Unfortunately, Xgqrthx was going through a rough patch. He’d just gotten 
a divorce from a bog hag and was spending all day hiding in his tower staring 
at a bewitched parchment called a “doom scroll.” Brilliant, morally ambig 


DA 
% uous, and romantically challenged? Move over, Shaman, I had a new 
RS \ favorite human! 
Be F 


aN 


Z 


I told X’y that if he could design me a portal, we could rule this 


‘} x a bath-forsaken time period together and he could have all the orbs and 
Wek A) owls he wanted. He liked my moxie and lust for power—but there 
| was a problem. The cursed amulet needed to power the portal was 
a ee, in the king’s treasury, guarded by the burliest and fanciest 


7 o knights. He asked if 1 could “deal with them.” Oh, COULD I! 


BILL TIP: If you ever have to get rid of knights, just remember 
that those horse jocks can’t resist a time-wasting side quest! 
I think there’s some illuminated manuscripts about the incident 


somewhere... 


sepa Fee 


Sed 


CP es SEB. 


orsoott}! 
"Lwas another day guarding the castle, es 
. . . twwhen before me appeared a triangular 
| r : AV jester in cap and bells, his body flat as the Zar 
- 2 yellow as my teeth! He began to frolic and cavort, 
i ‘ ¢ | 7 \ | and chortling, and J was given to peals of faug 
2 1) -| meceily along! @hatever ‘twas that he was sellin 


Ba s004s had onty decam’d of — i 
tasting the spices and sifks of a kingly / 


ms wwe 
ldo 


tT. |e on and the Holy Grail. I got it at WAew 
Go) | 2 Best Buy for § cents out then (ost it in the forest. 


ws bery important to me. Chop, chop! Clock is ticking, 


A yo s ; 
j ! Lae. A Bais 


ut alas! ’"Zwas aff a tuse! A disteaction to | 


’ ication! 3 cate not if 3 five tothe age of one thousand 
shall Dedicate mye every waking breath w his = 


NEVER TRUST A WIZARD! Turns out, while I was 


distracting the knights, he encircled the portal with 
UNICORN HAIR and used it to TRAP me in an ORB! He 
never wanted to rule the kingdom; he just wanted a new 


trick to impress his ex—and by sheer cosmic chance he 


pulled it off 


sx waar Rx IRS 


Vy 


I don’t know if you’ve ever been trapped in an orb before, 
but IT IS THE WORST. He kept shaking me like a snow 
globe, pointing his wand at me like a remote control 
pretending to be “changing channels,’ and inviting the bog 
ae over to “ponder” me together. They made me DANCE for the KING’S AMUSE- 


MENT like some kind of LIGHT DINNER ENTERTAINMENT! The tapestries are 
HUMILIATING! 


I was officially over this time period. I burned so hot with rage I melted the glass 
and broke free. Xgqrthx tried to apologize. We'd had some good times, right? 


Couldn’t I just let this one slide, for old times’ sake?, He tried to appeal to my 
“sense of decency.” LOL. : 


‘ 


I POSSESSED His PET PHOENIX, BURNED DOWN THE WHOLE CASTLE, 
AND CURSED HIS ENTIRE TIME PERIOD WITH NIGHTMARES FOR 100 


YEARS! (Ever wondered where all those weird epee: in the margins of monks’ 
tapestries came from? Yours truly!) 


Unfortunately, I may Oise gone a ae overboard. News of “the Bastard ‘Triangle 
of England” began to spread. The humans were starting to realize there was a new 
quperstition in town—one who couldn’t be kept away with a line of salt. * 


sa ’ oe! 
¢ 


Cipherstitions 


This set off history’s first ever full-blown Bill 
Panic. Russian mothers warned that “Cipherashka” 
"would steal the dteams of children who didn’t 
finish their borscht, and there was a nursery 
thyme in Englaid that went: 


: «Rock a bye, baby, in your bed! — S 
Bew. sf Cipher jnvilliee your head. 
Tf you see Cipher, please scream and shout, 
ind we will shake baby till Cipher comes out!” 
“— —Unknown Bad Mother, tg005 | 


ric A 


King Henry VIII was so paranoid about me visiting the dreams of his 
wives that he started chopping off their heads just to kick me out of 
g? ‘onder their brains. Hey pal, maybe your wives would let you into their heads 


> oa if you were a better conversationalist! Communication skills, Henry! 
A 
aA Even the Vikings, who I thought were supposed to be cool, started 
/ __ putting up runes warning everyone to “throw Olaf overboard if he 
i = * draws this shape.” What the heck! Thanks for blowing my cover, Olaf! 


Those guys could have been my Norsemen of the Apocalypse! 


It was beginning to look like all of Europe 
j was a wash, which was fine because I was 
~~ getting bored of all their religious wars 
_ and silly hats. I needed another continent to invade, and just my 


luck, Atlantis was finally flourishing! 


Unfortunately, before I could strike a deal with Emperor 
Glublach of Atlantis, he decided to start an undersea war with | 
SK KE---, lobster lord of the deep. (Nice guy! But 
VERY political.) 


I'd been banned from most of the eastern hemisphere by now 
’ through various curses. My only option was to return to the 
» Continent that had spurned me before—“Wackyland” (or as it 
' was later renamed, “America”)! 


a 
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Unfortunately, New England had a lot of the same 
problems as old England. And THESE clowns. =» 


They called themselves the Puritans, and they had the 
least satisfied wives in human history. These preachy wet 
blankets literally outlawed imagination—meaning they 
didn’t even have dreams for me to invade! 


FIG A ; ; 
<a ee One of their many stupid laws was that a woman who stopped 


churning butter for five consecutive seconds or wore “pants” was 
called a witch and was thrown in a well, crushed under a 
boulder, burned at a stake, or lectured to death about her physical 
appearance by a guy wearing hat buckles. Look, you know how 
I feel about human suffering: IT. IS. FUNNY. But variety is the 
spice of death! I decided to mix things up by offering a few of 
the accused housewives some real occult spells, for a change! 


I came to them in the form of a goat 
(the only life-form whose pupils stay 
the same while possessed) and asked 
them one simple, irresistible question. 
The answer was a unanimous “Aye.” 


Next time you’re in Salem, keep | 
an eye out for relics of my 
handiwork! 


“Wouldst thou like to 
live ridiculously?” 


of fate 


change! 


a “ 


ee P 


| ‘Now 1 have a life 1 never would have imagined. 1 have com 

" blood, and 1 even have female friends! Vinegar Pete gave ws 

_ “silly straws,” and we had a girls’ night flying through the village 
and hurling newts at bald people’s Rak We've even started a 

| book club, which is a weapon consisting of a “book” tied to a 
“club” that you can beat your enemies with. 1 have never 
been so happy! Three cheers for Vinega te! We shall be 

tying the city fathers to a stake amsating them-aflame 
. tonight fust for, as Vinegar Pete says, “funsies.” 


ine 


+13 will never forget this symbol! 


Dower: Lateh 


ae 


"AMERICA 


“THE ONLY COUNTRY!” 


—an American 


SO WHY ARE YOU ON THE DOLLAR, ANYWAY? 


I offered the founding fathers the deal of a lifetime: let me secretly 
run the government, and Id help them defeat the British. At first, BSI CCSI)eUCim com uc 
they were into it! But they didn’t love my first draft of the [ijgmbasmmbenlumanele Galina 
C ee h lk Bd Rel aett a Wout: “Hot blood is 80% tea—throwing 
onstitution, or the way I kept calling Martha Washington “Hot |B sshsinse iwi rreen 
Lips.” When they changed their mind, I gave them such bad 9P@Rieien oc omnia 
nightmares they put me on the dollar as an offering to make me stop! [ERUGeUGUs 


MORE OF AMERICAS DUMB SECRETS 


- Abe Lincoln wore that hat so nobody could see me sitting on his head, 
pulling his hair, and controlling his body to make him cook risotto. 


/\ 


_+ The Capitol dome is lined with lead to keep me from getting in! Good 9 / 
thing lead doesn’t cause any kind of poisoning! I’m sure every 
president is fine! 


+ My first draft of the Constitution was better than the crummy one 
they wound up with! It outlawed laws! 


~™ 


[here’s a button inside the - DID YOU KNOW? 
hat. makes You CAN eat 
a penny! 


Quentin Trembley. Probably the i ge 
smartest man in history. His “-12 Se 
Dollar Bill” meant that whoever he 
gave it to now legally *owed* him mating li & 
12 dollars! Genius! | asked him to —s i, 
start a jug band with me, but he SS ] - 
thought | was just one of his = 
hourly hallucinations and got , 
back to trying to chase a duck 
around his office. What a mind! 


LINCLOPS: 

The massive bellowing, Cyclops that 
Lincoln rode into battle to win the 
Civil War. That was my idea! 
Where’s my monument? 
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America loved me so much they started a fan club! Wait, what do you call a fan club 
that’s dedicated to your destruction? Oh yeah! A fandom! 


They called themselves the Anti-Cipher Society, and their motto was: “To 

Destroy the Vexatious Demon Which Hath Inturbulated the Peace of the 

Dreaming, Gentleman.” (Catchy!) Look, I couldn’t make this up if I tried. Just 

get a load of what these dorks sounded like. If you aren’t allergic to sepia, turn the 
page for a peek at the journal of their “exalted leader”. . . 


Same. Saint Quiverly’s pe paral 
hool for Fidgety Fretful Boys in 
Scrimshaw, Connecticut 


| HATSUR: 7%, or 8 after a tight of 
| pondering 


MPLOYMENT: Copywriter for the : 


“Acceptable Slo Printing Pr 
| Hogsteam, Tieois a 


OCTOR'S NOTE: “After inspecting f 


eet and haunches wit 
calipers, I declare this man 
=Dr. Cornelius Q. Medicine 


=z. 


AN UNGEN TLEMANLY CALLER!” 


IT ALL BEGAN on the evening of 
1901. I had been tasked 
by my boss with inventing an 


February 3, 


advertising slogan for our new client, 
WHITMAN’S MOUSTACHE WAX 
AND HORSE-CALMING TONIC. My 
submission—“ W hitman’s: 
that it’s 
rejected, 


There’s no 
evidence poison!”—was 


soundly and an_ entire 
typewriter was heaved at my head. 
One more slipup like that and I 
the 


cobblestones!y:A suitable slogan was 


might find myself out on 


required! 


As I» paced my parlor in agonized 
contemplation, sniffing the arsenic in 
the wallpaper as I often did for 
inspiration, I found myself drifting to 
sleep, and in my reverie, I had a vision. 


A geometrical phantom appeard before 
me, shaped as a triangle, with “a 
powerful masculine top hat and 
beautiful feminine eye. He proclaimed 
that he was the “Spirit of Inspiration,” 
and that if I were to simply engage 
him ina vigorous handshake, he 
would provide me with the slogan 7 


desired! How could I refuse? In the 4 
to find a new || 


morning, I awoke 


slogan already written neatly in my 5 
journal: is 


“WHITMAN'S MOUSTACHE: 
HORSE-CALMING 


ee. t 
Sure enough, when I relayed the slogan to my boss, his cigar fell fron | 
his mouth, so impress’ was he, and he proclaimed, “You shall have the | 
slogan, and marry my wife.” What could I say but yes? Soon I was rich 
off slogan money and married to my boss’s wife, as is the American } 
Dream. But alas, the phantom proceeded to harangue me nightly for a 
» favor in return! I was given ruinous visions, calamitous horrors, which he 
| claimed would only cease if I created THIS: 
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HN THE DEMON’S “DOORWAY OF THE MIND? | 


f 
To be hand-cranked by no fewer than 6 stout lads, for the Naughty 
Triangle’s egress from his wretched lair 


“1 informed the demon that such machinery was impossible! Father would; 
"sooner disown me than lend me the steel required from his factory. But 


someone, anyone, who could help with my problem: 


KILL THE TRIANGLE IN MY BRAIN. 
REWARD: OPIUM } 
ne replied, I attempted a second draft. 


L: sten not to his lies! If you have seen him, meet 
a 333 North East West Drive at midnight pre- 


post, and await 


isely, rap thrice on the <eeD 
ar door. 


the opening of the cel 
T. M. WAXSTAFE, INQ 


The hooting nuisance has but one solution: 

a handy spade constructed specifically for 

the wretched bird’s swift removal. And 
is digging device has.a name so cleve: 
le that you shan’t forget it: 


“The Gentleman’s Two-Handed 
Hooting-Bird Removal Scoop!” 


VISIT: A HOLE 


The clangor of the city, the 
bleating of the children! Is 
there no relief from the 
maddenations of modern life? 
Lamenters, lament no longer! 

ug A HOLE in the 
forest-just 4 miles out from 
the city, Where the modern 
man can eter@and know 
relief! Quiet, “dark, 
aia: ul, A HOLE will 
sn surround rgentire 
body "hn the black eet the 
earth, where sound) cannot 
enter or escape! E the 
most robust screams \will be 
inaudible from the dg@mfort 
of A HOLE. The @ 


0 late! 
TH HOLE GOULD BE 
» 0 Ss 


U 4k 
(LARGE MEN NEED NOT 


MY HOLE COULD BE YOURS 


Say! Have you been visited by “Mr. 
Loneliness”? Is your springtime 
wooing for naught? Have you 


,|found yourself staring at the 


shapely corsets in the clothier’s 
shop for hours, until ejected 


«|forcibly by the policeman? Sob no 


The famed clocksmith of the 
western plains, Dr B. Blandin 
has this to say about his mar- 
velous clocks: “If you're 
Dy reading this, help! Help 

& 7 me! I'm stuck in this 


= 


A WEAPON FOR THE 
MODERN GENTLEMAN 


Gone are the 
savage days of 
the untamed prairie, 
whence man roamed 
with rifle on his hip! 
Man cries out for a more 
elegant weapon, and we have 
provided! Enter: the Mock- 
eryvolver, a trim hand pistol 
that shoots not brutish 
bullets, but tightly wrapped 
ain De ly written 
id gravely disrespectful 
insult that will fanaa a 
fellow’s pride more than hot 
lead ever could! With 6 Sey 
emotionally hurtful scrolls 
shoot, you shall leave 
your attacker mortally 
depressed for days! 


INSOLT-45 


more, with this wife made from 
pong ae clockwork, roofi tar, 
og hair, and pheasant oil. Cupid’s 
arrow has struck at last! Prepare 
to swoon! This lifelike “woman” 
can “speak” the words “I love you, 
Henry” at 3 different pitches and 
volumes. There is no way to know 


“| when she will speak, so keep your 


lips ever puckered! Is your name 

not Henry? A quick trip to the 

municipal records office can fix 

that! This is your chance, Henry— 
Call now! 


Conversation Tubes. 


We 

there a time before Conver- 
sation Tubes? I certainly 
cannot recall any such time. 
Acquire the tubes. 


| 


THAT STORMY EVE 
four odd callers arrived, 
each with the vengeful 
expression of the 
}recently aggrieved. 


| They were, in reverse 
order of sobriety: Father’ J 
Tinsley O’Pimm, an 
excommunicated priest; 7 
eee eee Horace Broadshoulder, a 
Satafillow and 1 the pseey man I’ve ever seen; Jessamine 
Delilah Gulch, a traveling sharpshootress from a Western 
sideshow; and Abigale Blackwing, a tinkerer who tested her 
inventions on herself. Each of their run-ins with Cipher had 
' ended in disaster—banishment, firing, divorce, despair. They 
ag believed him to be man’s bane throwghout recorded history, from ‘ 


| : the jungles to the cities, perhaps releas‘’d anew by Chicago's 
}) ) trolley tunnels, close as they are to hell itself All wanted 


' revenge for the misfortune they had suffered at his hand, and 
lil) | were ready to finally band together to do something about it, 
\ | hoe > a the consequénce! Kindred souls, at last! 


Their theories of how to defeat the creature varied from a 
“punching him out of my brain” (Horace), to “shooting him out | 
ay brain” (Jessamine), to “removing my brain” (Abigale), to 
D Penaroism 2 (the pricey After a long debate, we settled on “the | 


Be teber “hin 


THE EXORCISM OF 
WILLIAM LUCIPHER’ 


I NEVER SAW MYSELF as the sort 

of fellow who would engage in the 

black arts. Fighting demons is not in my 

wheelhouse! (What is in my “wheelhouse,” @ 

like that of most proper fellows, is my 

collection of all manner of marvelous wheels!) 

But there comes a time when a gentleman must — 

remove the dainty white gloves of peace and don the even 
daintier white gloves of war. 


O’Pimm had us in his thrall as he placed the neccesary oils” 
and salts round the table. The curtains were drawn so that no 
“Peeping Thomas” might espy our occultery, and I covered up 
the portrait of Mother lest I. feel judged by her gaze. Hands 


upon the Spirit-Board, we were ready to begin. The planchette 


began to quiver. Hark, the demon was near! Slowly the wooden” 
arrow pointed to the letters 


EENY MEENY MINEY y 
eee 8 Pr U 


BANG! With a white FLASH, the priest suddenly changed in 
demeanor, his eyes began to GLOW, he let out a Sch i 
then ... he casually leaned back, disrespectfully propped hi 
feet up on the table, pulled out a pack of cards, and be 
shuffle. Lo! We were in the presence of the beast! 


| QUOTH HE: 

“All right, boys and girls, . you’re 
» probably wondering why I chose each 
| one of you for this little get-together. 
: On your own, you’re a bunch of 


a | ‘sepia-tinted nobodies destined for the 


nae . dumpster of history. Just absolute 
dorks, each one of you. Do you ever 
¥ to yourselves talk? Exhausting. 


, youre a-~ good sunt 
entor to put my designs into 


tice. Gulch, your «trigger finger 


an with big’ enough calves 
the gears. 


Here’s how this is gonna go down. | 
You make my portal, and I make ; 
each of you rich enough to start) 
your own country. America’s a ff i / 
anyway. After I take over, there) 
will be plenty of wastelands in : 
need of waste lords, and that could 
be you. So what do you say?” ; 
Four pistols have never been pulled Fe 
upon a priest more swiftly. His i 


=~ expression turned dour. “Fine, ‘you | 


Morons haven't even invented) 
penicillin yet! See you in thes 
obituaries, you Pringles-can clownsl! 
It will be hilarious to see how you} 


try to stop me!” 


In : a flash, O’Pimm was releas’d 


from the spell, and fainted from) 
the exertion, as we caught him i 
Although the day had 


our arms. 1 
begun with us as_ strangers, it 
ended with us as brothers, bon¢ od 
by vengeance and a newfound hatred 
of geometry. He had threatened us’ 
all, and so an oath was sealdy mt 
form a society dedicated ‘to hi 


destruction! 


THE ANTI-CIPHER , 
SOCIETY 


My home would be our headquarters, my fortune our funding! 
Wish to join us? Simply hold your right hand over your bosom, 
your left hand over your eye, and recite this initiation! 


THE ANTI-CIPHERITE 
INITIATION 


I i 


(Your Name) 

oF / being of sound mind and body, © 

‘ and not currently possessed by 
ke. any ghouls, or “hobbed goblins,” 
do herewith pledge my resolve to 

the eradication of the wicked 

shape, the Perverse Pyramid, the 

Hgtley Angle, William Misco? 


Ranta with a tall, frothy glass 
of delicious mercury!” 
(Imbibe the pleasant mercury) 


OUR MISSION: | 
TO KILL BILL CIPHER 


We began straightaway to plot his destruction. It would take 


Abigale drew up the schematics, Jessamine began crafting 
O’Pimm drank, Broadshoulder practiced combat, and I had 
important job of all: to. advertise! 3 


i | pit ue . , Se ‘ & aS x 
Ht ey ae 
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| JHE BILL -dIUNTING Sur 


| 4 Man has conquered the prairie, hunted the buffalo, and made lightning his servant. 
| P . The time has come for man to kill the devil. 

| ‘i, GOOD NEWS: With this suit, it can be accomplished! 
HEAD PHONOGRAPH: “Mr. Cipher” strikes”if your dreams, so you 
must not fall prey to slumber. Luckily, the “Head Phonograph” shall 
if) play an.extremely loud wax cylinder of barking sea lions to keep you 
i) ever free from the dangers of restfulness! » 
| Sa POWERED B3 


jy) STEAM 
CC AND RAGE 


% ee 
) , 
Bs ; 


WP “HAND OF VIGILANCE”: 
{ Should you begin to. nod, the 


~y 
} 


4 


mechanical hand will assist, merrily 
slapping you to wakefulness! Take 
that, Cipher! 


PROTECTIVE VEST: 
As the bat fears the day, so too 
does the demon fear virtue! This a; ft 
yest is sewn from the hairs of “uu 
1,000 nuns, whose purity shall repel the 
Triangle of Sin! 


A GUN: ———————___—_—-"__ <& 
When virtue fails, there 
is always ...a gun. 


BEFUDDLING WHEEL: N 


©). The demon thinks himself a master of ~ 4 
|) tricks? Well, even he shall be ye 


vexed by these mechanized /} 
 Labsiige Now the befuddler has | 
ome the befuddlee! eR a 


A BIBLE 
To repel any 
demon, as 

well as & 
anyone who 
enjoys “fun” 


SPARE BRAIN: 
») Mr. Cipher is drawn to the brain like a & 
)) > Welshman is drawn to rarebit. Perhaps, 
©) once captured within, Mr. Cipher can 
» 1) even be called upon to attack one’s foe! 


Cipher, I choose you!” you'll exclaim, 
hurling the brain athwart your 


ks 4 
Re L 


: aga enemy and unleashing _ = 
Re Cipher’s demonry! 
ae ee INVENTRESS: ABIGALE BLACKWING 


since a 
with you-know-who? Now there’s a 


Not quite yourself 


FLAVOR-FREE TURN TP-STOCK be eeccs CORDIAL, 
RICH in kidney h and. HOG TALLOW, . 
“such” VIOLENT..GASTRIC BILIOUSNESS aia neither 
spectre nor phantasm could survive, the violent expulsion! 
Down the hatch! 
(WARNING: One sip of Doctor Professor's Anti- “7 


Cipherizing Tonic will make a child explode instantly), 


“TONIC GOES IN, BILL COMES OUT!” 


GUARANTEED TO CONTAIN MOE 
_“INGREDIENSS” THAN ANYTC ONIC ON 
THE MARKET! 


é "OS Se 
Mind sullied by the 3 — a 

y ri Saal 
soot of Cipher’s 


wickedry? With a 


swig of Father 
O’Pimm’s 
“Brain Wash,” 
f a man can 
erase his 
latest 
memories of 
Cipher, and 
-any other 
troubling 
memories as 
well! 


INGREDIENTS 


Sarsaparilla, Pure Malt Unguent, Raw Mash 
Novocain, Ambergris Lozenges, Pappys 
Swamp Root, Stimulating Bitters, Turpentine 
Cocaine, A Horse’s Tooth, Holy Molasses, A 
Preacher’s Eyelash, Bonnet Water, Mine Dust, 
The Smallest Corncob of the Harvest, Ol 
Daniel’s Tasty Fine Sugar Chalk, Moisture 
from. “Nature,” Twig Flavoring, A Whisper 
from Grandma, Gunpowder, Maple Hemlock, 
“Harold’s Ramblings,” A Dutchman’s Folly, 
Narwhal Oil, Tasmanian Tiger Extract, 
Vigour, Valour, A Whole Pheasant, Parsnip 
Licorice, Electric Syrup, Beef Serum, A Full” 


*Demijohn of Rhubarb Molasses, Charles 


Dickens's Left Eyebrow, Chimney 
Blood, Gelatin Liniment, Liver ens fro 
Last eae The Pre fing 
from 


A STROKE OF LUCK! 


This morning, I received a telegram with the most 

marvelous news! The Anti-Cipherites have been officially 

invited to speak at the 1901 Inventioneers Fair, where 

none other than Theodore Roosevelt himself will be in 

attendance! We may even be asked to the main stage to 

participate in one of his “Teddy Talks”! With this 

opportunity, we shall unveil our findings to the world, 

and Cipher will be exposed at long last! Unfortunately, | 

my companions are a bit apprehensive about the. invitation. What ~ 
if our research is met with skepticism or scorn? I brushed aside 
such frettings. When the great minds of our time hear the i 
speech I intend to deliver tomorrow, all anxieties will be allayed! 7 
We shall know justice at long last! ae 


SPEECH TO READ 
AT THE EAIR: 


“Ladies and gentlemen. Have you noticed your % 

children using more and more curse words? Livestock dropping 

dead? A disturbing rise in disrespectful ragtime records, with 

lyrics saucy and bold? There can" be but one culprit. No, not 

man’s inherently sinful nature, but rather, a BRAIN GOBLIN! 

His name is Bill and he lives in my head and we are not crazy. 

We request 1 million dollars from the government to invest in ~ ; 
“a steel dome that will encase the United States, protecting our — 
.. from the:demon and covering up the aes garis h : : 


“HA HA HA HA HA HA HA’ —2 


; ALTHOUGH MAN distinguishes himself from the 
ES ej and sparrows by manner of reason and logic, once a 
BAAS oy: =; century there comes along a fellow who is such a fool 
—— “= that it may be fit to lock him away in the zoological 
RIDICULE STRIKETH park, with naught but various wooden blocks to am 
him. Such a man revealed himself yesterday at the 1901 


NEWS OF THE GLOBE! Inventioneers Fair, when unrivaled dullard Thurble 
e Waxflarb (name not yet confirmed) was crowned “Buff 

Om of the Hour” during his presentation of a comical ne 
j \ ay superstition about an “evil triangle” named Bill, or Jove, 
We or some such prattle. None were Famshoosiell by this charla- 
tan’s snake oilery, and all were displeased until “ errant 
mule, lost from the pasture, trotted up on stage, knocking 
over a lantern and settin the entire procesdiiall ablaze. 
Spoil’t vegetables were hurled at the humiliated “Anti-Ci- 7 
pherites,” and the comic scene, which would have otherwise 
been lost to history, was luckily captured by Mr. Edison's] 
wonderful moving pictograph device, such that the shame ~ 
may be recollected for all ages. Even President Roosevelt” 
himself was on hand, to offer his remarks: “Wow, these ~ 
guys suck,” said he. Well spake, Mr. President! Men from © 
the Hogsteam Asylum for the (CONT.) 4 


QUEEN VICTORIA PROCLAIMS “STARCH FOR THE LASSES! G5 ge . 
“HARRUMPH!” cance fon Tex sos, ees | 


S 


ary SR IS WHAT THE FAMILY ENJOYS!” 
Dies immediately after —Borvis Chuggman, Chuggman Lump Starch 


{HOG PASTE : es ot 


 BLECTRICITY:AREVIEW 9 xxx. 


Bah! Every week it’s some new thing, isn’t it? Fire ? 

this, printing press that, Civil War this, evolution ~ pe ss 
that. Enough! Now it’s “electricity” that everyone’s sy ‘ i and Girls 
prattling about, flapping their jaws to the latest fad “i e “Don’t 
and fancy! If electricity is so great, why hasn’t it : T've 
figured out how to stop the horrid pheasants from 
gathering in my gazebo? Well, I'll tell you one 
thing: electricity is a nuisance, and will likely be 
forgotten as quickly as the “teeth brush.” Here’s 
another thing I’ve had quite enough of: the French! 


RAGTIME PLAYED TOO FAST 


talk to me til ! 
m + 
paste!” DS ee i 


} eruodgh, 


It has now been my 3rd year at the HOGSTEAM 
| ASYLUM FOR THE CRIMINALLY INSANE 

®, AND/OR CONCERNINGLY ORIGINAL. My 
wife left me, my fellows disbanded, and I have had to 
adjust to a less-opulent life. I have asked for a strait-jacket 
| with coattails, perhaps a more slimming strait-vest or 
| # strait-dinner coat, but my requests have been denied. No 
matter. My window bars face the town square. I ‘have 
smells from the bakery and the music from the music 
hall, and our lead-lined walls mean that in my dreams, 
I°am finally free. I still correspond with my fellows, 
although they have gone to their respective fortunes. 
Abigale has moved out west and married into an impressive 
fortune with a massive mansion. Perhaps she will spread 
the truth to the elites of this distant town... 


Do you think me mad? I have my peace of mind. He can 
py never get me If I could wish any fate on him; therapy. 
', “It would drive him insane. 


—PATIENT NUMBER 3466554 (Thurburt) 


Hey, I tried to get these guys on the 
winning side! I started to think that 


maybe reaching out to humans one-on-one 
wasn’t cutting it. That’s when I realized 
there was a better way to get into 
humans’ minds ... 


ANIMATION 


1930! Mankind had just invented a new dark “ELIAS INKWELLS 
art! They were called “cartoons,” short for iy 
“carcinogenic toons,’ since they were painted on 
cancer-causing celluloid—and they were a riot! 
Animals wearing hats? Lampposts doing the 
Charleston? This was something | could use! 
| followed the sounds of slide whistles and 
carpal tunnel syndrome to Inkwell Studios, 
owned by upstart animation entrepreneur and 
part-time suspenders enthusiast Elias Inkwell. 


Inkwell Studios wasn’t going so great: his 
first cartoon character, “Ducky the Rat-Hog,’ 
mainly left audiences bored and confused. 

Elias needed a star, and | needed a new 
way to influence the masses! Once the 
children of the world loved me, I'd have an 
army of child labor at my disposal to build any 
portal | wanted! One handshake later, Cipher 
Symphonies was in full swing! 


CHARACTER MODEL DEPT, 

OK © care a 4 
Simple enough for a 
child or an uncoordinated 
adult to draw! 


When gravity falls 
and earth becomes sky ... 
This little guy’s gonna 


teal ie! and. 
surwim EXPRESSIONS 


Relatably shiftless! “He’s one merchandisable scamp!” 


; 


(1) 


-Cipher Symphonies~ 
Orchestra starts playing 


SCENE ‘1 
Follow the bouncing Bill! 


(chorus sings) 
For he’s a jolly good fellow! 
He’s pointy and dapper and | 


yellow! 
\ For he’s a jolly good fellow! 


Now it’s time to release the | 
bees! 


(at this-point, live pees will 
| be released into the theater.) 


Everyone’s a critic! 

Especially critics, who said that Cipher 
Symphonies was the “worst thing they'd seen on film since 
news footage of the sinking of the Lusitania: When he saw 
the headlines, Elias told me the deal was off, and sent a company-wide memo 


putting a bounty on my head! 


Fellas, I’m in a bit of a b 
ind here, but I’m hopin 4 
Pe aged 0 aah Aces cows in skirts for a day Roa tena eg igen \ 
8, but our last cartoon was ‘céncei | 
ved 
aged realm of nightmares,and now he’s after. my act = p prrentaey 
ned Baba as ee assure you! Well, I need a way to get ria of the eave 
nh ea tapes tel ity nage wr give creative types can “brainstorm—kateer” a } 
my brain forever. In Holl i 
Rig ywood we cr : 
day! I’m asking you to kill one. 15 dollars to the man ama tes an ae ae 
x . 


Your boss, Ke . 
Elias Inkwell (| Ly (2 ~~ i 


His composers decided to invent a song designed to be so catchy, so annoying, that | ‘d leave 
any brain that heard it. “The World Is Small Ever After For Always” was torture—it worked! 
He'd won this round—but | vowed I'd be back on the screen one day! All evidence of our work 
was locked in the Inkwell Vault, and the plans for “Bill World” were scrapped. Luckily, humanity 


was cooking up a new sinister technology | could exploit! 


The 1940s! I began hanging out in nuclear 
testing ranges to see if the radiation would blast sigs a hole 


into my reality. It worked! For about 3 hours... 
Af K ion se for SECRET |”) ’ 
, © Conn at 
o UNCLAS EF TOF) 
O UNCLAS 


OFFICE MEMO * UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT. JULY 12, 1947! 
TOs * aaa Ag fi 


FROMs Commander Buck Pierson of the U.S. ‘ 


At 10:45 on the morning of July 11, 197, a tri rborne object was 
detected entering US airspace, crash-landing just ou swell, New M 
. re 


We phoned President Truman immediately, and he told us "no : P pan 
in a twist" and that he was "busy thinking up doctrines" but to phone him "if 
anything communist-y happens." 


Our men have captured the object, which our experts have ascertained was nota — 
craft but in fact a life-form of unknown origin. The life-form, which we contained 
' din an interrogation cell after great effort, was capable of speech, and a great © 
_ deal of sass and backtalk. 


You and the fellas aren't going to believe this. I will let the photographs speak 
for themselves. 


FD72 


(1-10-49? ; Q 
pos Not * COP 


Pa -« 
BLOOD TYPE: beyond description. 
| Two @F our men had to be sent to 


vi 
the sick tent for nausea. sensitive | 


a mere hands a 


——— 


| AUTOPSY REPORT: = 
je drew a dotted line on his own 
. chest. and said, \"I lige 
see what's anetie met! 
we tried to make an 
] he kept deappearing | 
| reappearing, 
‘set changing 
Be tac. this 


THE SWINGIN’ YEARS 


The fastest way into a human’s brain is 
through their ears—but every band | 
started was a flop! Screechy and the 
Screamettes, The Unlistenables, Dr. 
Nails & The Chalkboard Gang. 
Until The Ciphertones! Merv 
Rascal, Doo-Wop Devon, and 
aa’ the “Moderately Sized 
Bopper” had a singing 
style I’d never thought 
of before: pleasant! 


"PUG 


“Baby You Know I Will (Shake Hands With Bill)” (1954) blew up the charts, until 
a moral panic started over the lyrics: “To the sock hop / twist and jive! / Then 
proceed to construct a 

hoop of titanium ee 


id . . . \ ) 
capable of stabilizing a ae 
gateway to the dark void ; y| ER 


of screams.” 


Any references to me “PLUCKIN' JIM” PUCKET; 
were banned from the e 
radio, except for preachy pose. 
hillbilly slop like this! | if 
On the bright side, this | # | 

record does make a great 4/ he & Fa Bs | 
frisbee. If you find a i. ; ese lee | 
copy, aim for Pluckin’ i | 


es FEATURING: 
im Puckett S unibrow! i ; 
J meee YODELING wT 


™~ 


The 1980s 


Time to think REALLY different! I struck deals with a 
few tech nerds to make the first computer capable 
of mass hypnosis. It was written in trinary code! 
Unfortunately, the programmers kept jumping 

off bridges, and the prototype that got out was 


recalled when the floppy drive _ 
ate some dumb kid’s finger. 
Whoops! + 


‘nally, a computer that monitors YOU! 


Some of the original Maniacintosh Ciphervision 

1000s probably exist in your dad’s 

basement somewhere—see if you can 

find them! We had two full colors 

AND a game called “Mind- a 

Sweeper” that deleted your e AN 

Hoan gt eo my we 
7 ame of the 
as 


Year award, 
huh?? 


Zero design flaws! 


” Could these brainwash an army of grandmas " 
into crocheting mea portal? Look, I was running out 
_ of ideas, okay! But these were QUALITY products! 


a 


if 
{§ 
i: 
F 


*NOT ACTUAL SIZE 


Since 1993, we at PudgyLilDarlins™ have been hand-crafting wholesome 
-collectibles, perfect for ages 79-101! Now we’re pleased to release the “Tri-Angels” 
Collection, featuring designs that our founder, Martha Frubbins, hallucinated after 
accidentally inhaling toxic fumes from cabinet varnish. According to Martha, these 
adorable little characters represent “my one true master, Cipher be his name, in 
nightmares may he reign,” at which point Martha began to violently shake and foam 
at the mouth, gibbering in an ancient tongue not known to man. “ASSEMBLE ALL ~ 
SEVEN COLLECTIBLES TO OPEN THE SEAL,” she screamed, black ooze leaking ~ 
from her eyes, as her cats began to levitate. That’s our Martha! 


CAN YOU COLLECT THEM ALL before the end-times come? Bill Cipher, the 


“King of Fear,” will soon be here, riding upon a chariot of chaos, and he will 
only spare those who bear his collectibles! Don’t be left behind! 


Bring this advertisement to the store and scream as loud as you can until they give you your very own Tri-Angel! 


_e Made with LOVE 
_ (Also made from a proprietary carbon, hydrogen, 
nitrogen, sulphur, and chlorine compound) 


e The perfect weight to kill a man! 


5 


THE TRI-CANGELS (COLLECTION™ 


333 Sundapple Lane, Cozy Creek, IL, 60714-94611 


; Signature 
1Ms./Mrs./Mr. 
| Address 
1 City 
| Telephone ( 
Deepest, Darkest Fear 


T had to admit it. 


My big bet on Earth was starting to look like a bad hand. Every human 
partner had double-crossed me, gone crazy, or melted from portal radiation. 
I was toying with the idea of giving up and blowing the horn that summons 
S << KR -~ -~ 1Ho rise from the ocean and drown humanity in brine, 
when I suddenly felt a shiver through my entire body and started . . . 
laughing. Uncontrollably. I laughed so hard that the signal was picked up on every 
radar dish from Antarctica to NASA to the Soviet space station! T laughed so hard 
every stoplight on Earth turned yellow. I laughed so hard my Henchmaniacs slowly 
backed out of the room. 


mm 
, 


SOMEONE HAD DONE IT! 


Someone had reversed the Shaman’s spell and had summoned me back to 
Gravity Falls. WHO WOULD LT BE?! A genius? An idiot? 


Oh. 
Oh my goodness me. YES. 


Lt was both. 


Asya. 5 


Gaze upon him, folks! 


This is what a partner looks like. The 
ego of aking. The insecurity of a 
circus freak. And totally isolated 


from anyone who might steer him 
clear of my plans. Society calls these 
people outcasts. I call them Henchmaniacs! 


I paid his mind a visit, and OH, what a ROOMY 
mind it was! This guy’s LQ was off the charts— 
and he was wasting his gifts on, what? Sketching 


D-list cryptids and collecting moths? (If he ever 


a 


tries to show you his moth collection, throw yourself 


off a cliff.) l 


No, no. I took alittle peek through his possible futures and giggled with delight. 


tHe was destined for so much more. And those hands . . . it was suddenly so 
clear. The Shaman’s zodiac wasn’t a cage meant to trap me: it was a TRICK to 
try to keep me away from the humans I could USE! Me and Sixer would be 
the perfect team. I had what he always wanted—charisma—and he had what I 
wanted—fingers. 


Since you and me are pals, how’s about I give you a peek at something super rare? 
Sixer was a lot better at science than he was at making friends, and he tended 
to rip out journal pages that had anything to do with his issues with others ... 
especially me. Wanna see what he was hiding? We both know you do. 


Oh, boy! 
I hope he draws 
me pretty! 


fof ave novi Y eg Trust + we, Ive ¥ 


AY 


you on the cover of every magazir 
ALy if you make the right chess 
e vl Life, stick! Can I eat eet oui 


: Hal You caki i vn vicle! I thhhahe Iw starting 
at besom you, Sixer! ee 


: — = —€ 
ly a ance Ct mS ——_ = 
hes ar: 


—_—_—- 


. 


‘dlls. (And te git this tatles, which 
. | “oy ~4 9-41 
: Ke~oan Ke 44 Daw = 


pi. 


‘ i. RTS ks a tee 
ee Ae nin, “ON 
atch a Keckbedy Mantis (it had im \ Ar 
dayns) whan J iY 
fea i ya 
; bts wd FORD 7 fas ies he aa hs Ha 


; har a - 


a pe Gata 


Fy Muu "Did you Lilee my present? It wasn't easy 

possessing that wa that many raaaats!" T eins dumbfounded. : 
; on ~~ y . emprecse. "How about Pe 
mix YoU a drink to wile | a up bo you?! It's called 
rthe ‘Myoclonic Jerk’ and it can get you Loaded in ~ 
| your sleep. Salvador Dali oe owl J aes 7 geaesoe but 
politely declined—Im ad mi hen He said, “WL 
convince you ‘on errol Hoa! I dale 


aaa ed 


‘Gh ir ise a 
= asulils Lit) 


UNBELIEVABLE 


F slg eS = poly ols ie 4 FACE 
cumes on oun Vs whe 


MNase sau re 


rc. 


dow about. bhak; youve got an inferior clone! Why didnt yd 
sunk eat him im the womb? Think of how powerful youd et 
ee 4 


Yue can't just eat your tun, Pill? | 


ee you want him bo start mooching off_ you again! Me, l 
went no contact with my home. dimension and! | 
4 don't regret it. ALL they did was hold me back 
and sabotage my talents! Can wae fis : 


Da 


it from a guy wise ae cav indo ey e 
ie! Unless you want to thaw a sian | bane out 
- of a glacier’ 


“Game ‘ 2 
; ‘Figure of speech. Ik means waste your time. 


" sure cant! My dimension was sisi burned ovt rl 
mEBLence. Wanna see the cons — Left. of ib?" 


"What? pis: ENTIRE. home . 
Id ever seer ham, | 
"By amonsten’ 


Son, rae Heine i. sa 
track this beast; revenge! J he. 
yous. A ste hunt it dain!” 


“Sixer it would eat you alive." 


BE BE ee 


pi? tied 


Narr het 


Bin, a a ag bi ling at obi 


ied sepa oop ee 


fi Ew vec cape mi eae 


gitilansiaod im 


dock facing core 


ri es 


Res IU admit Jue aver 


- Local” 


ENGLISH HOLLY Lill Bilis : a 


Ce SNOW GLOBE 2 ay 
hatd builbsf rap la 

Beh ht of anata 
| foitions having “merchandise.” Aad even 


LAB SNOW GLOBE 


more 


Poem elma 


| aie Ne Y, dim 
| “2 wie 


f was more 
GZ six mes ee 
ee GLOVES we were 


d thait be didpig jt ais as a 


me in the lab f, the 
| course... , whe could 24 fo holiday. a 


_" ae 
ie DD ue LLU 


oth Te or 


4 ts tal Folin haga load BONG, 
Li ae las, I ait oct and 


MYSTERY, FOOTPRINTS § 
“x 
ey. RS. 


tr 
- 
~ ] 
=> 


b 7: 


By” 64, PROJECTILE 
a oS MARMOTS 


TINSEL 
SNAKE oe: 


eg 0 0000 F~ 


Fa 


Ppear Within minutes J pa ty Falh’s 


DARKNESS. When J came te, I found. myself tied. 
| . "4 ; pe «bas i ’ / 


4 


“CINNAMON, | 


\ ‘t 7 tld, ae te ee : 


a “ate. hes ed ot ; 
‘ wl at at he irl dernanded for aus , 


ill wie how tell me 
eae mnt 


g 
ee 


lee sat ail oe 
ly Sac as ty gonnde wn el” . 4 
We his elas, he drow pharing. in paper 


BE ground begin te 


Re he lave 


DD chen —CLANG. The KRAMPUS ws sut-cold with 


the 
/ 


a hen eal ae 


a third-wheel hillbilly with second thoughts —_ 4 
about our project!" - 7 


} ‘Thave it on good authority that he daydreams about 
— shutting the whole. chug down. I'M just saying... <i 
Be, 2 keep aneye on him.’ ae 
DF stas embarrased by my oathurst: The isolation hed made me 4 
_ peransid. J apelagized for my laps in composure. Vy Mux  % 
Zor ‘Dont sweat it, pal! When in doubt, Ive got a | 
% simple trick | use bo figure out Who 
to believe.” : 


eX 


EN ‘ “(Whats tot?” q ini i P 
°° rage ey 4 
(er aoe) ° «6 : 


Trust No Oj 


SESTANLEY PINES 
“{ can fit my vholesfist in my ™' 
College? 


outh? 


Who's Askitig? . 
~ 
Social Clubs: ~ @ 


y Pines Fan Club! (only\member) 


Senior Standout: 
ape New Jersey 


Stanle 


Least likely to esc 
Academic Rank: / 
(in lieu of an answer, Stanley § mitted a 
drawing of a possum withya knife.) 


aa 


STANFORD PINES 
“Ad Astra Per Aspera” 


College: 
Wesheoast Freeh. 


Social Clubs: 


Chess Club, Honors Society, Robotics Team, 
Metric System Advocacy. Society, Mathletes, ° 


rs, Astrono-Masters, 


Grammarkatee 
efer 


ciation (Actually we pr 
» please issue this 


a very lengthy 


Pedants Asso 
“Association of Pedants, 
jon or prepare to receive 

series of letters) 

Senior Standout: 
Most likely to succeed 

Academic Rank: 


Valedictorian 


correct 


: Ms athe, Das bike tei a 


unseen, 


\) 


Po ANAGRAMS. 
| Melis dosed 


POSSIBLE ANAGRAMS 


es RE SEEN ae ORE Soh SOR MR POS AIOE ee 


I GROW MADDENE Bes 


a inl pe Sr ie Stirs sd Soe tos ey 
chy BERTIER CSIR ACS aS TELS URLS BG Pa Se ances ao Se 


i x DREADEP MOWING 
“WERSED DREAMED GOB WIN: 
NIMROD. WARNED DEMIGOD «| 

a DEMON WAR. DID EDGE © ‘ 

IM DEAD WRONGED 

DEGRADE MIND: .Ow/ 


say 


I 
EE 
Seti | 

et] 

3 quem) 
q =< 


_ “1VE shut DOWN THE PORTA 
_ DAMN’ IT ALL! re 


ne bEsteoy The PORTAL, BURN MY mips F | 
|| .! AND LEAVE TOWN FOREVER! Jm sora er 


a 3 00 AM 

| _ egieomn siete gel rae 

Ves @ r2edind, fmt ri th F aly 
| Ss ity ly out-of spite? No, J won't give a 
|| @ i ae eae saat uty INSTEA ce Page 1 
fae « wacko, Ili find yt! 


ee. ay he « il ci : 


= PS Se a 
V CAN I KEEP CIPHER OUT BUT LET MYSELF IN 


i? 
ia 
ee 5: 


9:00 AM = 
) IT WORKED! Lat-night J < an 
RETINAL SCANNER. Af, ‘én? 


DS Wwe Verhae 2 (AWM ESAs YZEV Tae 
— CSREES SUCRE OM YIOE... Yo Sp et 
mare 7 is * iA Asie test ye 


oe were aay ola per" Y pau Ming petence, Abia 
BILL—- HUNTING SOCIETY! Tag ends 


'BILL- PROOF SUIT - 


F i. ANTI-SLEEP MEASURES 5. SPELLS & SILVER BULLETS 


| a DECOY BRAIN. 
Wiles, Je capture Cipher! When 


: — 
“d hg wile Sournol Dsuill be atthe at & 


-— 7 


6. BILL-DETECTING VISOR f J 


z 6 fio | : 


cf mip 


4, iti 7. CLOAK. SEWN FROM 
ee ee UNICORN HAIR j 
§ theusand-velt shack, jetting WAM ated to cérvince a unicorn 


mp ee 


To DESTROY BILL ONCE A 


- 


2 om i] “UN rT TT; 
poral g NM 
; - Uy, J Y 


| f te 4 fo 
fooling VERY SANE! Gonaiide 


~ 4 
— 
oa) 


Ry Fenerary ‘ANTI-CIPHERITE 


“g 


tg + ide tht oe Ag 
my ee 

ie cia ak ie 
BAe ie tied 


Surely Urs was morally 
od wall a eee We had 7 
ueluieved a brainthan J nde Ga start ta shake 
beneath me. Tuditat as GI harned tue 
) BILL CIPHER. CAN POSSESS CORPSES? 
Z) BILL CIPHER CAN POSSESS CoRPses/ 


CACKLING CADAVERS, EYES AGLOW. J raced for the car, 


"W, are nag us? | W, went ust leave 


‘Oh, come on, Sixer We both know you don't really want 
to be Left alone. Admit it, you LOVE how important | 
make you feel. And | Love having a pet human in my 
pocket. It's a win-win!" 
Jy g 
a ae” 
urde 


“Dent which ene us 3 ; 
ie e rol gun. 


“Fordsy, nobody else really gets you, do they? 
Without me, youll always feel unseen, 
Surrounded by dolts who don't 
recognize your Erve potential. You've 
=~ always felt alone in a crowd, 
q kK havent you? Who else will give 
| you this feeling again? Even if 
C3 you got rid of me, you"d miss me. 
Admit it, youd miss me." 


a E 
gal 
43 


I BLASTED the att Lem-Pill 
then 


: 


= 
Et} 
i) 
a 

ee 


-paMN! I awake this te a weilemn 
Neate al rg 
ee ee = Can j 


p ite Limit! 
RY we. CIPHERL 


PITS WAR Sou WANT 9 
\TS WAR YOVEL er 4 


IF YOU WANT Fe TorTURE — P 


et oe YOR <a 
| ee 


The Worid Is Small 
Ever After for Always 


° SEE THIS CASSETTE? 
| KNOW YOU RECOGNIZE IT! 
THAT'S RIGHT, YOUR FAVORITE.SONG! 


IM GOING TO LISTEN TO THIS ON Loop 
UNTIL IT'S STUCK IN MY HEAD, . 4 
WHICH WILL MEAN IT'S STUCK. IN YOURS! 2 
s r 


| WONDER WHAT AN EARWORM FEELS LIKE ; 
WHEN YOU LIVE FOR ETERNITY? READY To FIND.  — @ 


WHAT DO yOu. AVE. TO. SAY Due 


aarp oa of ll isp me mane = 
| 4 aerate et Gens hy? Te nd a 7s 
s tft nf Tt Ba 8 ye wee 


inle @ menage. 


7 * . 
: 


he tape in the VCR and 


"WELCOME BACK TO | 
PUPPET HOUR WITH BILL! | 
SAY Hi, KIDS! , 
TODAY'S PUPPET IS" 
MY OLD PAL SIXER.” 
SIXER'S HAD. A ROUGH Day 
‘BUT HIS NIGHT WAS EVEN 
ROUGHER. . 
WANNA SEE?" 


MUST BURN | 


WHY WOULD 
WE DO THIS 


F frozen Lake Lomorrow, and | nee not ever ~_ ba 
$0 if you don't héar from me, | just want you to know. 
that it's because | never Loved you. BUH- BYEEEEE.’ a fb 


baa = _— rt 


BLACKNESS 
ll BLACKNESS 


BLACKNESS BLACKNESS 


Where was I? My body was paralyzed. 

A pieg bones being pulled slauly, slowly out ps 
4 cochitix, was excruciating. Itued to 

scream, but nething came out... ele 

"THINK, SIXER. YOU LET ME. IN. YOUR. HEAD. 

DO YOU REALIZE WHAT | CAN DO IN HERE IF 

| WANT? 1 CAN FLIP A SWITCH THAT MAKES 

EVERY NEURON BURN WITH PAIN BEYOND 

IMAGINATION. | CAN REWIRE YOUR OPTIC NERVE 

SO THE SKY IS BELOW YOU, PLAY A TONE THAT GETS LOUDER AND 

LOUDER UNTIL YOU BASH IN YOUR OWN SKULL JUST TO MAKE IT 

STOP | CAN DELETE MEMORIES RANDOMLY, JUST FOR FUN. MAYBE 

| ALREADY HAVE. WHAT DO YOU WANT To REMEMBER. YOUR 

MOTHER'S FACE? YOUR OWN NAME? WHO ARE YOU ANYWAY?’ 


DLhats adit oust” I thauted "Tse. Pm SP I panicked. I 


We flipped his finger like he was turning on a light witch, and it 


‘Im Ftanf—” 
Fhpped again. I went blank. J sockets start te stiain. oA, 
tendons would pop, my benes would splinter I fell ta the 


"YOU'RE MY PROPERTY. DON'T FORGET IT. The hillpilLy abandoned 

you, your father won't want you returning without miLLions, | 

you have no friends, and if you died out here in the snow, who | 

WoULd even miss you? Turn on the portal. I'VE WAITED Too ! 
LONG FOR THIS. BY THE WAY I'M SENDING SOMEONE | 

TO STEAL YOUR EYES, THAT'S NOT A JOKE. | HAVE A | 

FRIEND THAT WILL STEAL. YOUR EYES. You have 

72 hours. DON'T CROSS ME AGAIN. " 

} 

| 


4 aan seam, clack i 
ight: Whet-was I thinking? ! 


angy e% an poort XAG F OHHO O77 CXR XX% xem?” 


ae Sauce that’s tae cool fo the FDA! ; 


4) Whats . he ache me? What if he as that J e 
reine? Could ih admitting that I wos 2 _ wnang? 
| PROS: _ 


Bt, that settles it. Its time ta come age : 


itis 


i = 


LOSING S]XER 


Oh, the melodrama. Do you really buy that sob story? “MY POOR BRAIN!” 
“MY POOR KNUCKLES!” Please! I was never REALLY doing to “steal his eyes.” Those 
were just practical jokes! Some light hazing to initiate him into my gang, just like the 
rest of my Henchmaniacs! It's not my fault if Mr. Tabletop Gaming rolled a zero on 
sense of humor! But after this one little spat, Fordsy swore “eternal vengeance,” shut 
down the portal, and dedicated himself to “hunting me down throughout the 
multiverse.” Obsessed much? I know Sixer secretly loved our “will-they-won’t-they- 
destroy-the-world” relationship. This was just his way of keeping things spicy! But 
the gang was worried. What about our crumbling Nightmare Realm? I told them to 
relax, I had it all figured out. So we had a minor setback? Big deal! I knew Ford 

would be back! 


I wasn’t upset at all! In fact, I decided to prove how not upset I was about our 
falling-out by knocking back a few cold glasses of “I’m Fine Juice” at O’Sadley’s 
Multidimensional Pub in the Rock Bottom Asteroid Belt of the Vicious Spiral Nebula! 
The rest of that night gets a little hazy, but according to the police transcripts 
apparently things took a turn... 


a 
ae 
“ 


. | 7_¥ 
my DIMENSIONAL AULHOKID 


Dimensional Authority. What’s your emergency? 


Hi, yeah, I’m working the drive-through window at Burrito 
Paradox Interdi-Mexican Restaurant, and there’s a— 
[muffled sounds of explosions and screaming in the 
background] There’s a triangle, I think he’s had a lot to 
drink, he ordered “one Sixer, please.” We told him that 
didn’t make any sense, and he started crying, and then 
ordered “infinite empanadas,” and we told him we don’t 
offer infinite empanadas anymore after they caused all 
those time loops, and then he started just, like, trashing 
the place. He’s inside the milkshake machine right now 
spinning and—[incomprehensible] 


oo N ON & WO NM — 


wae ia ee 
Nn a" © 


Is anyone hurt, ma’am? 


Our manager, like, his body glitched through the ceiling 
and his-legs keep kicking and it’s making the light fixtures 
swing around. There’s a kid who is crying super loud 
because his head was turned into a CGI watermelon. Okay, 
the triangle just filled the Mountain Dew machine with 
blood and he just glued two customers together? There’g 
nothing in the employee handbook about how to handl} 


Stay calm, ma’am, we’re dispatching officers right now ti 
Hey, hey, he’s grabbing the phone away from me, I can’t— 


Hi, MOM, this is BILLY. I want you to [incomprehensible]. 
I’m gonna be back from school soon—don’t forget to cut the 
crust off my SANDWICHES or I’ll [incomprehensible]. 
Where did you all go? WHERE DID [sound of approaching 
police sirens] YOU HEAR THAT? My MARIACHI BAND is 
RIGHT ON TIME— 


END OF CALL 


A MINOR SETBACK 


I don’t care for captivity. Even though I only spent six hours in Dimensional 
Authority Lockup for “indecent exposure” before Keyhole picked the lock and 
8 Ball ate the guards, those six hours felt like an eternity. I vowed right then 
and there—no more playing nice with the humans. I should never have given 
Sixer three days to comply with my orders! What was I, a saint? And why did I 
do it—some misplaced sentimentality? Never again! If I got another chance to 
get that portal open, I wasn’t going to miss it. And I got my second chance, 
all right! 


WEIRD MAGEDD ON 


Look, you already know what happened next! Using tenth-dimensional 
cunning and charisma, I returned to Gravity Falls, played the family against 
each other, and FINALLY got the BRIDGE BETWEEN WORLDS that I’d 
dreamed of for so long! And that stupid prophecy didn’t stop me! In your 


face, Shaman! Do we really need to dwell on what happened afterward? 


Yes, I was shattered. YES, it was a dirty trick. NO, I’m not upset. Because since 
then, I’ve gained the ability to finally find a human partner better than Ford 
in every way. After infinite disappointments, infinite failures, I’ve found a 
human partner who won’t double-cross me or jerk me around! One who 
UNDERSTANDS the TRAGEDY of my GREAT VISION DENIED! 


I'VE FOUND You! 
I think it’s finally time to tell you... my plans. 


. ° Z —_. or 
On. THE PLAN 


ig I’ve got a confession to make, amigo! This whole 

time, while you’ve been consuming my book’s riveting “content” 
like a piglet suckling wisdom-milk, I’ve been inside your brain making some... 
changes. Only little things! Snipping out your SHAME and FEAR CENTERS, 
deleting useless memories (who needs to remember the year 2017?) and 
hyperdeveloping your tHypnagogic Lobe to make you the perfect conduit 
for ... my plans. Why do you think I actually wanted all that blood? For 
“INK”? Get wise, kid! I needed it to induce mild delirium so you wouldn’t 
notice my tune-ups! Just standard sleight of hand, I assure you—all for the 
greater good! Focus on the doughnut, not the hole, Jack! Because you're 
about to become the MOST LMPORTANT PERSON LIN HISTORY! 


‘THE VESSEL 


Your mind is finally tuned just right for the big day. You get 
to go to Gravity Falls, shake my statue’s hand, and then IT 
HAPPENS. WE-‘TRADE PLACES 

I take over your body, and you get to hang V 

out in my cushy VIP pad in the afterlife 


while I use your meatmobile to fire up one 


of the earth’s remaining portals. Once I 
restart Weirdmageddon, we'll swap 
back and RULE THE WORLD 
TOGETHER! 

THERE’S NO WAY IT 
CAN GO WRONG!! 


T’ve never done this from beyond the grave, so there’s a chance it could kill 
us both, but NO RISK, NO REWARD. I removed your hesitance neurons 
and amped up your impulsivity center, so I KNOW you want to do it! A free 
vacation from your body, and when you wake up, WORLD DOMINATION! 


"IIL WITH MY POWERS RETURNED, I REASSEMBLE / 
_MY SCATTERED ATOMS FROM ACROSS REALITY TO / 
VE AGAIN! WE BOTH GET OUR BODIES BACK! 


IV. WEIRDMAGEDDON 2.0, BABY! WE TURN THE 


_ SKY PLAID, CRUSH THE PRESIDENT INTO A FINE 

_ PASTE, AND RULE LIKE GODS! (MAY FLOOD EVERY 

_ CITY, SET OFF THE VOLCANOES, SPLIT THE EARTH 
¥ HALF, BLAH BLAH BLAH.) 


ALREADY BOUGHT A PINATA! 


tp ee 


POSSIBLE DEATH TOLL: POSSIBLE FUN TOLL: 
7.8 BILLION INFINITE! 
You wanted your life to have meaning—this is it! You're in it with me, ride or 
die, for the ULTIMATE PRIZE! EVERYONE WILL FEAR YOU! YOU'LL EVEN 
FEAR YOURSELF! AND UNLIKE THAT BACKSTABBER SLXER, YOU WON'T 
BACK DOWN WHEN THE KITCHEN GETS HOT! Right? RIGHT??? 


rowveo ARE YOU 
WITH ME? 


er 


% c | just gat a new pen thats, Cike ... 7 
five pens in ene? Sé I'm génna write each sentenceina & 
different color and it'll be like reading a rainbow! 


Nice try, buster! This gal enly gives her 
bleed te hat vampire docters! 


Anyway, Bill seems ta me bike a super—needy ex, and | 
think we can all agree—time te mave on, girl! Bill, if 
yaure reading this fram space or hell ar wherever, here's 
my tips fer getting ever Grunkle Ferd! 


3) Talk it out! | tell all my problems te 
a my thera—pig, Dr. Waddles, MD. (‘MD" 
stands far My Darfing.") 


An way Bill—you tried te 
kil my breather. If | ever see 
B 40u again Im deing this! 


Deal with it! 


PMABEL PINES 


This is Dipper Pines, mystery hunter, survivor of the 
apocalypse, scribe of the dark unknown 


AND FUTURE RUNWAY SHORTS MODEL! 


Mabel! You had your own page! Anyway, to the reader— 
your obsession with Bill? | get it, man! But sometimes 
hunting monsters can turn you into a monster yourself. 
Don’t forget to also hunt down sunshine, friends, and 
the occasional shower. 


Bill, if you’re somehow reading this from whatever 
quantum afterlife you wormed your way into, listen up, 
man. You tried to kill my sister. If | ever see you again 
outside of my nightmares, there is no force in the 
universe that will stop me from putting you in the ground. 
| outsmarted the US government, leapt of £ a clif# and 
punched through a robot's head, defeated zombies, 
outsleuthed Sherlock Holmes, and survived the start of 
puberty. Come at us again and I'll end you. 


Wow, Dipper! Se cantident!! 


Was it ...was it too contident2 


No, it was just right! 13 Leeks goed on you! 


Technically a teen, 


DIPPER PINES 


PS: A WS OOAM WLV 2PP ALY BPS SESE LSZOs 


\ oh GREAT, now I gotta write 
} something about Bill? What a 
buncha *#?%$ Ix @&? 


) Look, the Little wise guy aint 
» bhat complicated. | only met 
him once and he cried Like 
a baby and then ! punched 
him to death. What more 
: do you need to know? Sixer's always 
got some ghoul or warlock chasing after him, 
Pointy was just the jerk of Ehe week. Trangles 
are overrated anyway. Get some curves, narc! 


Yeah, | Looked at his so-called book. Too many 
words if you ask me! I saw a section called 
"How to Win the Lottery Every Time.’ Ha! I've 
broken into the Oregon State Lottery HO on 
two separate occasions Cfor reasons | will not 
elaborate on) and! know that winning the 
Lottery is impossible! 


Look, take it from a master con artist—if a deal © 
3 seems too good to be true, that's because it 
Wis! Except for at the Mustery Shack, where 
“the deals have NEVER BEEN BETTER! 


(Sixer's teLLing me not to turn this into an ad for 
the Mustery Shack. Guy's got no business sense!) 


Here's the one thing | dont get, though. So we 
erased BILL. But his ghost is writing a book, right? 
So where is he right now? If he hasnt told you, 

it's probably because he hates it there! O-herwise 
hed be braggin’ about the afterlife nonstop, right? 


| guess there's some space Left, so-] might as well 
vamp. Wanna hear a joke? Here it goes: Bill Cipher's 
who Le LIFE. 


_ Anyway, if you're in the Arctic, Look me up! If you 

can't tell the difference between me and my 

- brother I'm the attractive one. born with it, baby! 
ALso, who the heck am | writing bo? And why am 

I writing for free? What do ! Look Like, a fortune 

cookie? You owe we for this wisdom, cheapskate! 
No refunds! 


_-STANLEY PINES 


PS: If BiLL's so smart, how come we're 
“$0 much happier chan him? | 


PS: Look what. I just 
snipped in half! Suck it! 


AFTER EVERYTHING I DID FOR you! I 

SHOWED YOU MY CHILDHOOD! I BROKE 

THE FOURTH WALL FOR YOU! AND THIS 
IS HOW YOU REPAY ME? 


| 
IT’S HIM AGAIN, ISN’T LT? | 
I KNEW IT! 


HE’S THE ONE WHO TURNED YOU AGAINST 
ME! THAT FUMBLING IDIOT CON MAN! 
THAT WEAKER COPY OF SIXER! 


STANLEY! 
STANLEY!I I) 
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_ «ON THE DAY BILL CIPHER DIED : 
HE USED THE TRICK HE’D NEVER TRIED 


SHATTERED, BROKEN, NOT YET DEAD 
CIPHER LEFT THE CON MAN’S HEAD 
A DESPERATE PLEA, SOME PANICKED PRAYERS 
TO MEET THE FRILLY GUY UPSTAIRS 


IN A TANK OUTSIDE OF SPACE 
THE OPPOSITES MET FACE-TO-FACE 
JUST ONE SHOT TO LIVE AGAIN 
- HE PLED HIS CASE TO HIS OLD FRIEND 


“LOOK, FROM ONE GOD TO ANOTHER, 

WHO CARES I TRIED TO KILL THOSE BROTHERS? 
THEY’RE ALL ANTS, IT’S ALL A GAME 
LET’S PRESS RESTART AND TRY AGAIN 

I’M TOO COOL AND FUN TO DIE : 
JUST GIVE THIS ANGLE ONE MORE TRI.” 


THE AX SIGHED IN A KNOWING WAY 

HE EXPECTED THIS WAS WHAT BILLD SAY 
a= 

“YOU CANNOT REGROW THROUGH DENIAL 

YOU’LL HAVE TO FACE MY HARDEST TRIAL 

SEE MY PROGRAM TO THE END 
THEN YOU MAY YET LIVE AGAIN.” 

_‘AM I FIGHTING DEMONS? EATING GHOSTS?” 
“YOU'RE GETTING WHAT YOU NEED THE MOST.” 


“ONE WAY TO ABSOLVE YOUR CRIMES 
TO. CHANGE YOUR FORM WILL TAKE 
SOME TIME.” 


> 


BILL COULD NOT BELIEVE HIS LUCK 
THIS SALAMANDER WAS A SCHMUCK! 
EASIER THAN HE EVER THOUGHT IT,» 


. ‘HE FAKED REMORSE— _ sas 
THE GUPPY BOUGHT IT! a 
IN COMBAT BILL WAS UNDEFEATED owen 


_ — 
~ 


WHATEVER CHALLENGE, HE COULD BEAT IT 
i 


BILL SHOOK THE AX’S HAND WITH GLEE -+- 
HOW BAD COULD THESE TRIALS -BE? 


DIMENSION #5150 
NEUTRAL ZONE 


Outside of Time 
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PATIENT NAME: BILL CIPHER 
REFERRED BY: THE AXOLOTL 
CRIMES AGAINST REALITY: Memory Laundering, 
Breaking and Entering the Fabric of Space-Time, 


Chrono-Infanti-Regicide, Multilevel Marketing, 
Psychic Torture, the “2nd-Dimension Incident,” 
Weirdmageddon. 


RECOMMENDATION: 


INDEFINITE KARMIC 
REHABILITATION 


Co 


MESSAGE FROM: THE THERAPRISM 


Greetings! We wish to apologize on behalf of our staff for what you have jus: ms 
witnessed. To explain—you have been contacted through this book against c ur 
rules by patient #323322 from the Dimensional Tyrant Ward of our Maximum | 
-SecurityWellness Center. Ever since the Axolot! admitted him, Cipher has been 
-aunique case. On his first day he started a one-man Prism Riot and had to be : 
placed in the “Solitary Wellness Void.” We understand therapy can be diffict i 
for new patients, which is why we’ve put a poster in Bill’s Prism Cell: “Be 
TRY-angle!” We think that will help ;] 


‘Here at the Theraprism, we believe death can be the beginning of a newlife. Witt 
‘good behavior, former wizards, world-eating titans, and even Mr. Cipher 
“many exciting options for reincarnation—perhaps as a newt, shrimp, or a cloud 
of fungal spores! Unfortunately, Mr. Cipher recently used his “Therapeu 
Journaling” Arts and Crafts hour to reach out to you with this book, in violatic n 
of our rules about contacting outside dimensions. 


‘Do not worry—if there is a better self to discover inside, our patients al 
discover it. Even if it takes forever. Especially if it takes forever! We will gra 
Mr Cipher 5 more minutes of journaling time to finish his session and t 

will be confiscating this book! And then: PUPPET HOUR! 

—ORB OF HEALING LIGHT #D-SM5 

PRAISE THE AXOLOTL 


RECENT INPATIENTS TO WARD 333 


DIAGNOSIS: 
Delayed Cuberty 


Aeeu 044% KIN Elev 


Alchemyholism _ 


eu fieu KE <0 aK 


CURED! 


READY TO 
REINCARNATE AS: 
BUTTERFLY 

lIPK 4-01+8 x 4in> 


X SECURITY REI 


MAX SECURITY REC 


FINE. IS THAT WHAT YOU WANTED TO SEE? 
Are you happy now? This is where they stuck me—an overly 
medicated Kafkaesque health-hole with loser-tier “villains” from every 
reality until I learn some kind of “lesson.” I thought you’d have the 
stomach to break me out early, but you turned out like all the rest! Just 
like my worthless Henchmaniacs, who haven't called. Just like my 
miserable family, who tried to snuff out my talents! Just like SLXER, who 
RUINED MY ONE SHOT AT LIBERATING REALITY! 


FINE! Have it YOUR way! What have I learned in therapy? NOTHING. 
THIS DUMB ROCK CAN'T KEEP ME CONTAINED FOREVER. I don’t 
need a million followers—I just need ONE. IT’S ONLY A MATTER OF 
TIME, AND I HAVE ALL THE TIME IN THE WORLD. There’s ALWAYS 
another human. SOMEONE else will pick up the book. SOMEONE will 
shake my hand! One day, when you least suspect it, IL BE BACK! 


AS FOR YOU—you betrayed me! I’m severing our connection and cutting 
out our best memories! SNIP, SNIP! Remember the chapter about the 
Bermuda Triangle? NO? GOOD-—it’s already working! Soon this will all 

seem like a dream. You won't be seeing me. But I'll be seeing you. 


Because no matter what the idiot counselors in this smiling cage say, I 
don’t need anyone, I NEVER HAVE, and I DON’T MISS ANY OF THEM! 


TM FINE! 


TW FINE! 


SOME DAV... 


SOME ONE... 


WIL LET 
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